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MOEITENG. 

Samrmg. 

ExTiNGxnsHED now is the last lone star, 

The shadows of night are gone, 
And lo ! in the east, day's golden car 

Is filled bv the glorious sun. 
And hark! for a thousand voices call. 

The spirits of life and love : 
Attune your hymns to the Father of All- 

The Sovereign who reigns above. 

*Tis he who opens the eastern gates, 

Who kindles the morning's ray j 
His Spirit all nature animates ; 

And the darkness and the day, 
The field and its glories all are his — 

And the music of the sky. 
The light of hope and the smile of bliss. 

And the bursting song oi ^cs^. 
J 
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His temple is yonder arch sublime, 

Its piUars, tti* eternal hills ; 
His chorus, the solemn voice of Time 

Which his wide creation fills ; 
His worshippers are the countless train 

Which the lap of Nature bears. 
The boisterous wind and the raging main, 

And the silence of the spheres. 

He rides unseen on the hurrying storm ; 

He sits on the whirlwind's car; 
He wraps in the clouds his awful form ; 

And travels from star to star. 
A thousand messengers wait his will. 

And a million heralds fly. 
And their Sovereign's high behests fulfil 

Through a vast eternity. 

He smiles, and new worlds spring forth to birlli. 

And suns in new glory rise ; 
He frowns, and darkness covers the earth, 

And mantles the frighted skies. 
He speaks in the thunder's dreadful roar. 

He shines in the lightning's beam, 
But oh ! no mortal thought can soar 

To any conception of him. 
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LOOK FOR THE FLOWEBS. 

inn. 

Hbbb we, Earth- wanderers, 

Timid and brave, 
Hasten with onward step 

Nearer the grave, 
And in our pilgrimage 

Should we not see 
All that is beautiful, 

Lovesome, and free ? 
Should we with mourning heart 

Sit all forlorn ? 
Should we with sullen hand 

Gather the thorn ? 
Should we in rambling 

Over the meads. 
Look but for pestilent 

Poisonous weeds ? 
Should we not joyously. 

Hand locked in hand, 
A hopeful, a jubilant, 

Brotherly band, 
Look for the Flowers ? 

In the far nooks of life. 
In the deep shade^ — 

Where, amidst evil things, 
Good well might fade — 

God sends the sunTiy "b^^ra, 
God sends the e^io^QX, 
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Nursing humanity's 

Ever-bright flower. 
Sin may be rife enough, 

But * the good part ' 
Lieth low hidden in 

Every heart. 
God sent the stream at flrst 

Erom his own fount ; 
Christ, in diffusing it, 

Died on the mount. 
And amongst stony way^ 

Eipples are heard, 
Like the half-uttered notes 

Of a lone bird ! 
Dark though the fate of us, 

That matters not— 
In the glad soul of us 

Lies the bright spot — 
Look for the Elowers ! 

Are there not sainted ones 

Graciously given, 
"Who in their gentle hands 

Lead us to heaven ? 
When they return to us. 

In the dim night. 
Are they not angel-like, 

Holy and bright — 
Sanctified — purified 

Unto us now, 
With a izearen-garland 
JSnciroling each brow ? 
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Turn to the living ones 

There as they stand, 
Touch the live hearts of them 

With thy love-wand — 
Seek not the weeds in them, 

And to thy sight 
I%ey will be angel-like, 

Holy and bright — 
Look for the Plowers ! 

Look for the flowery way ; 

Life has its clouds — 
Treasured ones suddenly 

"Wrapt in their shrouds j 
Hopes often dashed aside. 

Hearts rudely torn ; 
And o'er wrecked promises 

Oft do we mourn. 
Hints, too, are given us 

That our swift day 
Eapidly — rapidly 

Pleeteth away. 
Up, then, and cheerfully ! — 

Trust me, there lies 
Much that is beautiful 

'IS'eath the broad skies ! 
Go on life's pilgrimage. 

Hand locked in hand, 
A hopeful, a jubilant, 

Brotherly band — 
Looking for Flowers \ 

la 
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Launch thy bark, Mariner ! 

Christian, God speed thee ! 
Let loose the rudder bands, 

Good angels lead thee ; 
Set thy saHs warily. 

Tempests may come ; 
Steer thy conrse steadily, 

Christian, steer home ! 

Look to the weather bow. 

Breakers are round thee ! 
Let fall the plummet now. 

Shallows may ground thee ! 
Eeef in the foresail there, 

Hold the helm fast ; 
So let the vessel wear ; 

There sweeps the blast. 

What of the night. Watchman ? 

What of the night ? 
Cloudy, %11 quiet : 

"No land yet — all's right ! 
Be wakeful, be vigilant. 

Danger may be 
j^i an hour when all seemeth 
Securest to thee. 
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How gains the bark so fast ? 

Clear out the hold ; 
Hoist out thy merchandise, 

Heave out thy gold. 
There, let the ingots go ; 

Now the ship rights. 
Hurrah ! the harbor's near ; 

Lo ! the red lights ! 

, Slacken not sail yet. 

At inlet or island ; 
Straight for the beacon steer, 

Straight for the highland: 
Crowd all thy canvass on. 

Cut through the foam ; 
Christian, cast anchor now. 

Heaven is thy Home ! 



LIABILITY OF MAN TO SOEROW. 

3&X5, SignnniJii. 

I SAW on sheltering stem 

A bud of being grow, 
And sport its infant diadetn. 

As if to laugh at woe : 
Methought its little span was blest. 

And bright with rainbow hue — 
From cradle dream to lo^e> a iQvA\rt^'^^> 

The only change it "kiiew \ 
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But pain its fluttering eye-lids sealed, 

Pale grew its visage fair, 
And life's scarce-opened scroll revealed 

The trouble everywhere. 

I saw a form of grace, 

The gayest of the gay, 
And those who gazed upon her face 

Pelt sadness melt away. 
There was strange witchery in her wile. 

And toward her home I prest, 
Believing they who shared her smile 

Must he supremely hlest ; 
But from her secret cell a sound 

Burst forth of deep despair, 
And e'en that light young heart had found 

Th6 trouble everywhere. 



Bold Manhood tower'd along. 

With stately step and high. 
The tallest *mid a lordly throng, 

In unhlenched majesty j 
But when the puhlic eye no more 

Upon his glories fed, 
The passion struggle shook him sore^ 

Till his torn hosom hied ; 
And darkly o'er his features stole 

MiEanthropy and care — 
The witneBS of his warring soul— 
-^^ ^ou^le evert/where. 
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A mother in her bower 

Yoong pLmte for hearea prepsres, 
A holy purpose is her dower, 

A docile spirit theirs; 
And here, methinks, doth sordj sprx:^ 

Some foant of dregless joy — 
The rose that hath no rankling sdng. 

The bliss without alloy : 
I heard her from her lone receas 

Uplift the bitter prayer. 
And wrong with agony confess 

There* i iroMe eteryw h er e . 

Ev*n thus the Book diyine 

Onr stranger-course doth warn 
Of objects that delnsire shine. 

Of flowers that hide the thorn. 
Still its unerring precepts show 

That as the sparks ascend, 
So man is bom to pain and woe 

Till life's brief journey end. 
And He whose grace our souls can lead. 

With heaven- taught strength to bear, 
Hath in a Father's love decreed 

This trouble everywhere ! 
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HYMN TO THE FLOWERS. 

Day Stars ! tliat ope yotir eyes with man, to 
twinkle 
From rainbow galaxies of earth's creation, 
And dew-drops on her lonely altars sprinkle, 

As a libation : 

Ye matin-worshippers ! who, bending lowly 
Before the uprisen sun, God's lidless eye. 
Throw from your chalices a sweet and holy 

Incense on high. 

Ye bright Mosaics ! that with storied beauty 

The floor of Nature's temple tesselate. 
What numerous emblems of instructive duty 

Your forms create ! 

'Neath cloistered boughs, each floral bough 
that swingeth. 
And tolls its perfume on the passing air. 
Makes Sabbath in the flelds, and ever ringeth 

A call to prayer. 

Not to the domes where crumbling arch and 
column 
Attest the feebleness of mortal hand, 
But to that fane, most catholic and solemn. 

Which Gk)d hath ^^lanned. 
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• 

To that cathedral, honndless as our wonder. 
Whose quenchless lamps the son and moon 
supply ; 
Its choir the winds and waves, its organ 
thunder, 

Its dome the sky. 

There, as in shade and solitude I wand^ 
Through the green aisles or stretched upon 
the sod. 
Awed by the Edlence, reverently ponder 

The ways of Qod — 

Your voiceless lips, Flowers! are living 
preachers. 
Each cup a pulpit, every leaf a book, 
Supplying to my fancy numerous teachers 

From loneliest nook. 

Floral apostles ! that in dewy splendor, 

'Weep without woe, and blush without a 
crime,' 
Oh, may I deeply learn, and ne'er surrender 

Your lore sublime ! 

* Thou weii; not, Solomon ! in all thy glory. 

Arrayed,' the lilies cry, ' in robes like ours ,• 
How vain your grandeur ! ah, lio^ \i«si^5^T^ 

Are human ftowex^V 
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In the sweet-scented pictures, heavenly Artist I 
With which thou paintest Nature's wide- 
spread hall, 
What a delightful lesson thou impartest 

Of love to all I 

Not useless are ye. Mowers I though made for 
pleasure. 
Blooming o'er field and wave by day and 
night, 
From every source your sanction bids me 
treasure 

Harmless delight. 

Ephemeral sages ! what instructors hoary 
For such a world of thought could fimish 
scope ? 
Each fadiug calyx a memento mort, 

Yet fount of hope. 

Posthumous glories ! angel-like collection ! 

Upraised from seed or bulb interred in earth, 
Ye are to me a type of resurrection 

And second birth. 

Were 1, Qod, in churchless lands remaining, 

Ear from all voice of teachers and divines, 

Ify soxil would find, in fio wers of thy ordaining, 

Priests, sermons, shrines ! 



^ 
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A FOEEST SCENE IK THE DAYS 
OE WICKLIEEE. 

A LITTLE child, she read a book 

Beside an open door, 
And as she read page after page. 

She wondered more and more. 

Her little finger carefully 
"Went pointing out the place ; 

Her golden locks hung drooping down. 
And shadowed half her face. 

The open book lay on her knee. 
Her eyes on it were bent ; 

And as she read page after page, 
Her color came and went. 

She sate upon a mossy stone, 

An open door beside ; 
And round for miles on every hand. 

Stretched out a forest wide. 

The summer sun shone on the trees, 
The deer lay in the shade. 

And overhead the singing birds 
Their pleasant clam.o'ux TEi^<^« 
9 
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There was no garden round the honse. 
And it was low and small — 

The forest sward grew to the door, 
The .lichens on the wall. 

There was no garden round about. 
Yet flowers were growing free, 

The cowslips and the daffodils, 
Upon the forest lea. 

The butterfly went flitting by, 
The bees were in the flowers ; 

But the little child sate steadfastly. 
As she had sate for hours. 

'Why sit you here, my little maid? ' 

An aged pilgrim spake ; 
The child looked upward from her book, 

Like one but just awake. 

Back fell her locks of golden hair, 

And solemn was her look, 
As thus she answered witlessly, 

* 0, sir, I read this book ! * 

' And what is there within that book 

To win a child like thee ? 
Tip ! join thy mates the merry birds, 

And frolic with the bee ! ' 
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' Nay, sir, I cannot leave this book| 

I love it more than play ; 
I have read all legends, but this one 

Ke'er saw I till this day. y 

' And tha:e is something in this book 

That makes all care be gone, 
And yet I weep, I know not why. 

As I go rea£ng on ! ' 

' Who art then, child, that thou shouldst read 

A book with mickle heed ? 
Books are for clerks, the king himself 

Hath much ado to read.' 

* My father is a forester, 

A bowman keen and good ; 
He keeps the deer within their bound, 
And worketh in the wood. 

' My mother died at Candlemas ; 

The flowers are all in blow 
Upon her grave at Allonby, 

Down in the dale below.' 

This said, unto her book she turned 
Ai^ steadfast as before ; 

* If ay,' said the pilgrim, ' nay, not yet ; 

And you must tell me m.ote« . 
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' "Who was it taught you thus to read ? * 
' Ah, sir, it was my mother ; 

She taught me both to read and spell, 
Aii4 so she taught my brother. 

' My brother dwells at Allonby 
With the good monks alway ; 

And this new book he brought to me. 
But only for one day. 

* 0, sir, it is a wondrous book, 

Better than Charlemagne ; 
And, be you pleased to leave me now, 
I'll read in it again ! ' 

' ' Nay, read to me ! ' the pilgrim said ; 
And the little child went on 
To read of Christ, as w£is set forth 
In the gospel of St. John. 

On, on, she read, and gentle tears 
Adown her cheeks did slide ; 

The pilgrim sate with bended head. 
And he wept at her side. 

* Fve heard,' said he, ' the Archbishop, 

IVe heard the Pope of Eome ; 
But never did their spoken words 
Thus to my spirit come *, 
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* The book, it is a blessed book ! 

Its name, what may it be ? ' 
Said she, 'They are the words of Christ 

That I have read to thee, 
!N"ow done into the English tongue. 

For folk Tinlearned as we.' 

' Sancta Maria ! ' said the man, 

* Our canons have decreed 
That this is an unholy book 

For simple folk to read. 

* Sancta Maria ! blessed be God ! 

Had the great book been mine, 
I need not have gone on pilgrimage 
To Holy Palestine. 

* Give me the book, and let me read ! 

My soul is strangely stirred ; 
They are such words of love and truth 
As ne'er before I heard ! * 

The little girl gave up the book, 
And the pilgrim old and brown. 

With reverent lips did kiss the page, 
Then on the stone sat down. * 

And aye he read page after page. 

Page after page he turned j 
And, as he read their bles^e^ ^^\^^, 

Mia heart within him \)\mi<&^% 
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Still, still, the book the old man read, 
As he would ne'er have done ; 

From the hour of noon he read the book 
Unto the set of sun. 

The little child she brought him out 

A cake of wheaten bread ; 
But it lay unbroke at eventide, 

Nor did he raise his head. 
Until he every written page 

"Within the book had read. 

Then came the sturdy forester 
Along the homeward track, 

"Whistlmg aloud a hunting tune. 
With a slain deer at his back. 

Loud greeting gave the forester 

Unto the pilgrim poor ; 
The old man rose with thoughtful brow. 

And entered at the door. 

The two they sate them down to meat, 
And the pilgrim 'gan to tell 

How he had eaten at Olivet, 
And drank at Jacob's well. 

And then he told how he had knelt 
Where'er our Lord had prayed ; 

How he had in the garden been. 
And the tomb where he was laid. 
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And then he tamed nnto the book^ 

And read, in English plain, 
How Christ had died on Calvaiyy 

How he had risen again ; 

And all his comfortable words. 

His deeds of mercy all. 
He read, and of the widow's mite^ 

And the poor prodigaL 

As water to the parched soil. 

As to the hnngry bread, 
So fell upon the woodman's sonl 

Each word the pilgrim read ! 

Thus thro' the midnight did they read 

Until the dawn of day. 
And then came in the woodman's son 

To fetch the book away. 

All quick and troubled was his speech. 
His face was pale with dread, 

Por he said, ' the King had made a law 
That the book shoidd not be read — 

For it was such fearful heresy, 
The holy Abbot said.' 
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MIDNIGHT HYMN. 

inn: 

Stab-gemmed floor of the land I love^ 

Tell me, and tell me now, 
What are the many glittering pearls, 

Which hang on thy jewelled brow ? 

Schoolmen write in the lettered page, 

That each is a world Hke ours, 
Where sky- birds sing their melodious songs 

In more delightful bowers": 

Where the wolf and the lamb in concord meet, 
Where the leopard harmless lives ; 

And where, undewed with the sweat of man. 
The field its harvest gives : 

Where sin hath shed no withering blight. 

Where death no entrance gains, 
Where the men of a thousand years ago 

Still bound across the plains. 

Many, if such ye be, fair worlds, 

Would ask no higher boon 
Than within your gorgeous palaces 

To find a lasting home. 
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So let them ! More ambitions, I 

More towering wishes frame ; 
I wonld not dwell in these, bnt with 

The Lord of all of them. 

They may be near to the pearly gates, 
They may stand close to heaven ; 

Bnt who wonld live in the servant's lodge. 
If the mansion-honse were given ! 



THE WOOD-CUTTEE'S SONG. 

Wblcome, red and ronndy snn. 
Dropping lowly in the west ; 

Now my hard day's work is done, 
I'm as happy as the best. 

Joyful are the thonghts of home, 
Now I'm ready for my chair, 

So, till to-morrow morning's come. 
Bill and mittens, lie ye there. 

Thongh to leave yonr pretty song. 
Little birds, it gives me pain. 

Yet to-morrow is not long. 
Then I'm with you dl q^^^k^. 
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If I stop and stare about. 

Well I know how things will be, 

Judy will be looking out 
Every now and then for me. 

So, fare ye well ! and hold your tongues, 
Sing no more until I come ; 

They're not worthy of your songs 
That never care to drop a crumb. 

All day long I love the oaks ; 

But at night yon little cot, 
"Where I see the chimney smokes. 

Is by far the prettiest spot. 

Wife and children all are there. 
To revive with pleasant looks ; 

Table ready set and chair ; 
Supper hanging on the hooks. 

Soon as ever I get in. 
When my faggot down I fling. 

Little pratders, they begin 
Teasing me to talk and sing. 

Welcome, red and roundy sun, 
Dropping lowly in the west ; 

Now my hard day's work is done, 
I'm as happy as the best. 
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JoyM are the thoughts of home, 
Now I'm ready for my chair, 

So, till to-morrow morning's come. 
Bill and mittens, lie ye there ! 



FAEEWELL TO THE MUSE. 

Hasp of the North, farewell 1 The hills grow 
dark, 
On purple peaks a deeper shade descending ; 
In twilight copse the glowworm lights her 
spark : 
The deer half seen are to the covert wending. 
Eesume thy wizard elm ! the fountain lending 
And the wild breeze thy wilder minstrelsy ; 
Thy numbers sweet with Nature's vespers 
blending. 
With distant echo fi:om the fold and lea. 
And herd-boy's evening pipe, and hum of 
housing bee. 

Yet oiice again, farewell, tho\i minstrel harp ! 

Yet once again forgive my feeble sway ; 
And little reck I of the censure sharp 

May idly cavil at an idle lay. 

Much have I owed thy strains on life's long 
way 
Thro' secret woes the woT\4\ia^TkB^^TVMs^«^> 
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"When on the weary night dawned heavier 
day, 
And bitterer was the grief devoured alone : 
That I outlive such woes, Enchantress ! is 
thy own. 

Hark ! as my lingering footsteps stow retire, 
Some spirit of the air has waked thy string ! 

'Tis now a seraph bold, with touch of fire ; 
'GCis now the brush of fairy's frolic wing. 

• Receding now, the dying numbers ring. 

Fainter and fainter down the rugged dell ; 
And now the mountain breezes scarcely bring 

A wandering witch-note of the distant spell ; 

And now 'tis silent all! — ^Enchantress, fare 
thee well! 



THE MOURNERS. 

EiKG Death sped forth in his dreaded power, 
To make the most of his tyrant hour ; 
And the first he took was a white-robed girl, 
With the orange-bloom twined in each glossy 

curl. 
Her fond betrothed hung over the bier, 
Bathing her shroud with the gushing tear ; 
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He macQ J isyed, lie Arieked hb pain. 

With firantie spee^ and Inizniiig bndn. 

* There's no joy,' cried he, ' now mj deamt 

is gone; 
Take, tflJce me, Bealh, for I cannot Hre <m ! ' 

The sire was robbed of his eldest-bom. 
And he bitterly bled while tiie branch was torn; 
Other scions were round as good and fair, 
B'lt none seemed so bright as the breathlfaa 



' lly hopes are crashed! ' was the other's cry, 
' Since my darling is dead I too wonld die.' 
The yaloed Mend was snatched away, 
Bonnd to another from diildhood's day : 
And the one that was left exclaimed in despair, 
'Oh, he sleeps in the tomb— let me follow him 
there!' 

A mother was taken, whose constant lo^e 
Had nestled her child like a fair yonng dove ; 
And the heart of that child to the mother had 

grown, 
lake iyy to oak or the moss to the stone. 
Nor loud nor wild was the burst of woe. 
But the tide of angnish ran strong below ; 
And the 'reft one turned from all that was l^ht. 
From the flowers of day and the stars of night, 
Breathing where none might hear or see, 
' Where thou art, my mother, thy child 

would be ! ' 
3 
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Death smiled as he heard each earnest word : 

* Nay, nay/ said he, * he this work deferred; 
I'll see thee again in a fleeting year, 
And if grief and devotion live on sincere, 
I promise thee then thou shalt have the rest 
Of the being now plucked from thy doting 

breast ; 
Then, if thou oravest the coffin and pall 
As thou dost this moment, my spear shall fall. 
And Death fled, till Time, on his rapid wing, 
Gave the hour that brought back the skeleton 

king. 

But the lover was ardently wooing again, 
Kneeling in serfdom, and proud of his chain ; 
He had found an idol to adore 
Barer than that he had worshipped before. 
His step was gay, his laugh was loud, 
|i| As he led the way for the bridal crowd ; 

And his eyes still kept their joyous ray, 
Though he went by the grave where his flrst 
love lay. 

* Ha ! ha ! ' shouted Death, ''tis passing clear 
That I am a guest not wanted here.' 

The father was seen in his children's games, 
Kissing their flushed brows and blessing their 

names. 
And his eye grew bright as he marked the 

charms 
Of the boy at his knee and the girl in his arms. 
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His voice rang out in their merry noise ; 
He was first in all their hopes and joys ; 
He ruled their sports in the setting sun. 
l^or gave a thought to the missing one. 

* Are ye ready ? ' cried Death, as he raised his 

dart; 
'Nay, nay!' shrieked the father, 'in mercy 
depart ! ' 

The friend again was quaffing the howl, 

Warmly pledging his faith and soul ; 

His bosom cherished with glowing pride 

A stranger form that sat by his side ; 

His hand the hand of that stranger pressed, 

He praised his song, he echoed his jest ; 

And the mirth and wit of that new-found mate 

Made a blank of the name so prized of late. 

' See ! see ! ' cried Death, as he hurried past, 

* How bravely the bonds of friendship last ! * 

But the orphan child ! oh, where was she ? 
With clasping hands and bended knee, 
All alone on the churchyard sod, 
Mingling the names of mother and God. 
Her dark and sunken eye was hid, 
East weeping beneath tlie swollen lid ; 
Her sigh wsis heavy, her forehead was chill, 
Betraying the wound was unhealed still ; 
And her smother* d prayer was yet heard to cra^^ 
A speedy home in the self-^m^ ^ra:s^. 
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Hers was the love all holy and strong ; 
Hers was the sorrow fervent and long ; 
Hers was the spirit whose light was shed 
As an incense fire ahove the dead ! 
Death lingered there, and paused awhile ; 
But she heckoned him on with a welcoming 

smile. 
'There's a solace,' cried she, 'for all others 

to find. 
But a mother leaves no equal behind.' 
And the kindest blow Death ever gave. 
Laid the mourning child in the parent's grave. 



INGRATITTJDE. 

Blow, blow, thou winter wind, 
Thou art not so unkind 

As man's ingratitude ; 
Thy tooth is not so keen, 
Because thou art not seen, 

Although thy breath be rude. 

Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky, 
Thou dost not bite so nigh 

As benefits forgot ; 
Though thou the waters warp. 
Thy sting is not so sharp 

As friend remembered not. 
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THE MASQUE OF THE NEW YEAB. 

flnmt. 

* So forth issen'd the seasons of the Yeare.'— Spsnser. 

I. 

Out from tower and from steeple rang tbe 

sudden New Year bells, 
Like the chorusing of genii in aerial citadels; 
And, as they chimed and echoed overthwart 

the gulfs of gloom, 
Lo ! a brilliance burst upon me, and a Masque 

went through the room. 

First the young New Year came forward, like 

a little dancing child ; 
And his hair was as a glory, and his eyes were 

bright and wild ; 
And he shook an odorous torch, and he laughed, 

but did not speak, 
And his smile went softly rippling through the 

roses of his cheek. 

Bound he look'd across his shoulder : — and the 

Spirit of the Spring 
Enter'd softly, moved before me, paused and 

liDger'd on the wing; 
3a 
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And she smiled and wept together with a 
dalliance quaint and sweet. 

And her teardrops changed to flowers under- 
neath her gliding feet. 

Then a landscape opened outwards; hroad 

hrown woodlands stretched away 
In the luminous blue distance of a windy clear 

March day ; 
And at once the branches kindled with a light 

of hovering green, 
And grew vital in the sunshine as the spirit 

passed between. 

Birds flashed about the copses, striking sharp 

notes through the air ; 
Danced the lambs within the meadows ; crept 

the snake from out his lair; 
Soft as shadow sprang the violets, thousands 

seeming but as one ; 
Plamed the crocuses beside them, like the 

droppings of the sun. 

And the Goddess of the Spring, that Spirit 

tender and benign. 
Squeezed a vapory cloud which vanished into 

heaven's crystal wine ; 
And she faded in the distance where the 

thickening leaves were piled, 



8GHOOL>nOOH POETBT. 31 

And the l^ew Year had grown older, and no 
longer was a chUd. 

II. 

Summer, shaking languid roses from his dew- 
be-dabbled hair, 

Summer, in a robe of green, and with his arms 
and shoulders bare, 

"Next came forward; and the richness of his 
pageants filled the eye, 

Breadths of English meadows basking under- 
neath the happy sky. 

Long grass swaying in the playing of the 

almost wearied breeze; 
Flowers bow'd beneath a crowd of the yellow- 

armor'd bees ; 
Sumptuous forests fiU'd with twilight, like a 

dreamy old romance, 
BiTers falling, rivers calling, in their indolent 

advance ; 

Crimson heath-bells making regal all the 

solitary places. 
Dominant light that pierces down into the deep 

blue water spaces ; 
Sun uprisings, and sun-settings, and intensities 

of noon ; 
Purple darkness of the midnight, and the glory 

of the moon. 



32 SCHOOL-BOOK POETBT. 

Eapid rosy-tinted lightnings, where the rocky 

clouds are riven. 
Like the lifting of a veil hefore the inner courts 

of heaven ; 
Silver stars in azure evenings slowly climhing 

up the steep, 
Cornfields ripening to the harvest, and the 

wide seas smooth with sleep. 

Circled with these living splendors, Summer 

pass'd from out my sight ; 
Like a dream that fiU'd with heauty all the 

caverns of the night ! 
And the vision and the presence into empty 

nothing ran, 
And the New Year was still older, and seem'd 

now a youthful man. 

IIL 

Autumn ! "Forth from glowing orchards stepped 

he gaily in a gown 
Of warm russet freaked with gold, and with a 

vision sunny brown ; 
On his head a rural chaplet, wreathed with 

heavily drooping grapes, 
And broad shadow casting vine leaves like the 

Bacchanalian shapes. 

Fruits and berries rolFd. before him from the 
year's exhausted horn, 
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Jets of wine went spinning upwards, and he 

held a sheaf of com : 
And he langh'd for «yery joy, and he danced 

j&om too much pleasure. 
And he sang old songs of harvest, and he 

quafifd a mighty measure. 

But aboye this wild delight an oyer-mastering 
grayeness rose, 

And the fields and trees seemed thoughtful in 
their absolute repose : 

And I saw the woods consuming in a many- 
colored death, 

Streaks of yellow flame, down deepening 
through the green that lingercth. 

Sanguine flashes, like a sunset, and austerely 

shadowing brown : 
And I heard, within the silence, the nuts 

sharply rattling down; 
And I saw the long dark edges all alight with 

scarlet fire, 
Where the berries, pulpy ripe, had spread 

their bird-feasts on the briar. 

• 

I beheld the southern vineyards, and the hop- 
grounds of our land. 

Bending gusts of fragrance outwards, nearly 
to the salt sea strand ; 
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Saw the windy moors rejoicing in their 

tapestry of fern, 
And the stately weeds and mshesy that to 

dusty dryness turn. 

Autumn walked in glee and triumph, over 

mountain, wood, and plain, 
And he looked upon their richness as a king 

on his domain ; 
All too soon he waned and vanished over misty 

heaths and meres, . 
And the "New Year stood heside me like a man 

of fifty years. 

IV. 

In the foggy cloud obscurely, entered Winter, 

ashy pale. 
And his step was hard and heavy, and he 

wore an icy mail ; 
Blasting all the path before him, leapt a black 

wind from the north. 
And from stinging drifts of sleet he forged the 

arrows of his wrath. 

Yet some beauty still was found, for when- the 

fogs had pass'd away, 
The wide lands came glittering forward in a 

fresh and strange array; 
Naked trees had got snow foliage, soft, and 

feathery, and bright, 



BCHOOL-BOOU POETKY. 35 

And the earth look'd dress'd for heayen in its 
spiritnal white. 

Black and cold as iron armor lay the frozen 

lakes and streams, 
Bonnd about the fenny plashes shone the long 

and pointed gleams 
Of the tall reedsy ice encrusted; the old 

hollies, jewel spread, 
Warm'd the white marmoreal chillness with 

an ardency of red. 

Upon desolate morasses stood the heron like a 

ghost, 
Beneath the gliding shadows of the wild fowl's 

noisy host; 
And the bittern clamor'd harshly from his 

nest among the sedge. 
Where the indistinct dull moss had blurred 

the rugged water's edge. 

But the face of Winter soften' d, and his lips 

broke into smiles. 
And his heart was fill'd with radiance as 

from far enolianted isles ; 
For across the long horizon came a light upon 

the way — 
The light of Christmas £res, and the dawning 

of new day. 
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And Winter moyed not onward like the rest, 

but made a stand. 
And he took the Spirit of Christmas, as a 

brother, by the hand ; 
And together tow'rd the heavens a great cry 

of joy they sent — 
And the New Year was the Old Year, and his 

head was grey and bent. 

Then another New Year enter'd, like another 

dancing child, 
With his tresses as a glory, and his glances 

bright and wild ; 
And he flashed his odorous torch, and he 

laughed out in the place. 
And his soul looked forth in joy, and made 

a sunshine on his face. 

Out from spire, and from turret, peaVd the 

sudden New Year bells. 
Like the distant songs of angels in their 

fields of asphodels ; 
And that lustrous child went sparkling to his 

aged father's side. 
And the New Year kissed the Old Year, and 

the Old Year gently died. 
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SPEBSTG BIRDS. 

3. a. wiStM. 

Habx to the merry gossip of the ^rin^— - 
The sweet mysterious voice which peopleBpIaoe 
With an Italian beanty, and doee bring 
As 'twere Elysium from the wilds of space. 
Where'er her wing inhabits, giye it chase ; 
In other bowers the fairy shouts again ; 
Where'er we run it mocks our rapid race — 
Still the same loose note in a golden chain, 
Eings through the vocal woods and fills with 
joy the plain. 

Hail to the shouting cuckoo ! In my youth 
Thou wert long time the Ariel of my hope. 
The marvel of a summer ! It did soothe. 
To listen to thee on some sunny slope. 
Where the high oaks forbade an ample scope. 
Than of the blue skies upward — and to sit 
Canopied in the gladdeniDg horoscope 
Which thou my planet flung — a pleasant fit. 
Long time my hours endeared, my kindling 
fancy smit. 

And thus I love thee still — ^thy monotone — 
The self-same transport flashes through my 
frame; 

4 
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And when thy voice, sweet sybil, all is flown 
My eager ear, I cannot choose but blame. 
Oh ! may the world these feelings never tame ! 
If ago o'er me her silvery tresses spread ; 
It still would call thee by a lover's name, 
And deem the spirit of delight unfled, 
Nor hear, though grey, without a heart to 
nature dead. * 



THE PRIMKOSE. 

Welcome, pale primrose, starting up between 
Dead matted leaves of ash and oak, which 

strew 
The every lawn and wood and spinney thro*, 
'Mid creeping moss and ivy's darker green. 
How much thy presence beautifies the ground. 
How sweet thy modest unaffected pride 
Glows on the sunny bank and wood's warm side; 
And where thy fairy flowers in groups are 

found, 
The school boy roams enchaptedly along* 
Plucking the fairest with a rude delight ; 
While the meek shepherd stops his simple song, 
To gaze a moment on the pleasing sight ; 
O'erjoyed to see the flowers that truly bring. 
The welcome news of sweet returning spring. 
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THE BOY ON THE GATE. 

SatfE Mm. 

Thb rosy-cheek*d urchin that swings on the gate 
Is a right merry monarch in all but estate ; 
But treasure brings trouble ; what title is free ? 
Thus better without one, thus happy is he, 
Por the ring of his laugh is a mirth-moving 

strain, 
Which a choir of young ereatures respond to 

again. 
The birds are all singing,, each heart is elate 
With the rosy-cheek'd urchin that hangs on 

the gate. 

The rosy-cheek'd urchin that swings on the gate 
Hath nature's own pages upon him to wait ; 
His joyous companions — a cherubim crew, 
With posies of daisies and buttercups too. 
He boasts not of jewels on forehead or breast ; 
But his heart is all gladness — ^his mind is at 

rest. 
Oh ! what are the honors, the glories of state. 
To the rosy-cheek'd urchin that hangs on the 

gate? 

The rosy-cheek'd urchin that swings on the gate 
Waves proudly on high his satchel and slate ; 
The sky is all brightness — the fields are all gay, 
Oreen branches are waving— the lambs are at 
play. 
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And where is the bosom that pines not to be 
Thns bathed in the sunlight as happy as he ? 
For the heart's purest pleasures we find when 

too late. 
And sigh to be swinging again on the gate. 



PEIDE AND THE POPPIES. 

''We little Bed-caps are among the com, 
Merrily dancing at early mom ; 
We know that the farmer hates to see 
Our saucy red faces ; but here are we ! 

'* We pay no price for our summer coats. 
Like those slavish creatures, barley and oats ; 
We do not choose to be ground and eat, 
Like our heavy-head neighbor, Gaffer Wheat. 

" Who dare thrash us, we should like to know ? 
Grind us and bag us and use us so ? 
Let meaner and shabbier things than we 
So stupidly bend to utility ! " 

So said little Bed-cap, and all the rout 
Of the Poppy-clan set up a mighty shout ; 
Mighty for them, but if you had heard, 
You had thought it the cry of a tiny bird. 
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So the Poppy-folk flaunted it over the field ; 
In pride of grandeur they nodded and reeled ; 
And shook out their jackets till nonght was seen 
But a wide, wide skimmer of scarlet and green. 

The Blue-bottle sat on her downy stalk, 
Quietly smiling at all their talk ; 
The Marigold still spread her rays to the sun, 
And the purple Yetch climbed up to look at 
thei^. 

The homely Corn-cockle cared nothing, not she, 
For the arrogance, bluster, and poor vanity 
Of the proud Poppy-tribe, but she flourished 

and grew. 
Content with herself and her plain purple hue. 

The sun went down, and rose bright on the 

morrow. 
To some bringing joy, and to others e'en sorrow, 
But blithe was the rich rosy farmer that morn. 
When he went with his reapers among the corn. 

He trotted along, and he cracked his j-oke. 
And chatted and laughed with the harvest folk : 
For the weather was settled, barometers high. 
And heavy crops gladden'd his practised eye 

"We'll cut this barley to-day," quoth he, 
As he tied his white pony under a tree. 
" !N"ext the upland wheat, and then the oats," 
How the Poppies shook in their scarlet QQ&tsl 

4a 
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Aye, shook with laughter, not fear, for the j 
Never dreamed they too should be swept awsy. 
And their laughter was spite, to thiok that all 
Their ''useM" neighbors were doomed to ML 



They swelled and bustled with such an air. 
The corn-fields quite in commotion were, 
And the farmer cried, glancing across the 

grain, 
"How these rascally weeds have come up 



again 



>i 



" Ha ! ha ! '* laughed the Eed-caps, « ha ! ha ! 

what a fuss 
Must the poor weeds be in ! how they're 

envjring us." 
But their mirth was cut short by the sturdy 

strokes 
They speedily met from the harvest folks. 

And when low on earth each stem was laid. 
And the round moon looked on the havoc made* 
A Blue-bottle propped herself half erect, 
And made a short speech — to this effect: 



<< My dying kins-flowers and fainting friends. 
The same dire fate alike attends 
Those who in scarlet and blue are dressed. 
And how silly the pride that so late possessed 
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" Our friends the Eed-caps ! How low they lie, 
Who were lately so pert, and vain, and high ! 
They sneered at us and our plain array ; 
Are we now a whit more humhle than they ? 

" They scorned our neighbors : the goodly corn 
"Was the butt of their merriment eve and mom ; 
They lived on its land, on its bounty fed, 
But a word of thanks they never have said. 

*' And which is the worthiest, now, I pray ? 
Have ye not learned enough to-day ? 
Is not the com sheafed up with care. 
And are not the Poppies left dying there ? 

" The corn will be carried and garnered up. 
To gladden man's heart both with loaf and cup ; 
And some of the seed the land now yields 
Will be brought again to its native fields ; 

" And grow and ripen and wave next year. 
As richly as this hath ripened here ; 
And we, poor weeds, though needed not, 
Perchance may spring up on this very spot. 

"But let us be thankful and humble too, 
"Not proud and vain of a gaudy hue; 
Ever remembering, though meanly drest, 
That Usefulness is of all gifts the best" 
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A RHYME FOR WORKERS. 

LoTBii ! when thy chosen fair one. 

With averted eye, 
Looks upon thee, coldly frowning, 

Deigns thee no reply ; 
Leave her not in hasty passion^ 

If you love her true ; 
Take this motto for your watch- word — 

" He who'd win must woo." 

Scholar, o'er the volume bending 

By the glimmering lamp. 
Let not fortune, unbefriending, 

All thy ardor damp. 
If the object that thou seekest 

Fade before thy view. 
Heed it not, still onward struggle — 

" He who'd win must woo." 

Worker ! who for gold art seeking, 

Striving night and day. 
Re not cast down when misfortune 

Sweeps thy all away. 
Try again, from small beginnings 

Great results we view ; 
Labor always meets with blessings, 

'* He who'd win must woo." 
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THE VILLAGE BLACKSMITH. 

Under a spreading cbesnut tree 

The Tillage smithy stands ; 
The smith, a mighty man is he, 

With large and sinewy hands ; 
And the muscles of his brawny arms 

Are strong as iron bands. 

His hair is crisp, and black, and long; 

His face is like the tan ; 
His brow is wet with honest sweat ; 

He earns whatever he can ; 
And looks the whole world in the face, 

!For he owes not any man. 

Week in, week out, from mom till night, 
You can hear his bellows blow; 

You can hear him swing his heavy sledge, 
With measured beat and slow. 

Like a sexton ringing the Tillage bell, 
When the CTening sun is low. 

And children coming home from school, 

Look in at the open door ; 
They Ioto to see the flaming forge, 

And hear the bellows roar, 
And catch the burning sparks that fly, 

Like chaff from a threshing flo^t* 
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He goes on Sunday to the churchy 

And sits among his boys ; 
He hears the parson pray and preach ; 

He hears his daughter's voice 
Singing in the village choir, 

Aiid it makes his heart rejoice. 

It sounds to him like her mother's voice 

Singing in paradise ! 
He needs must think of her once more, 

How in the grave she lies. 
And with his hard rough hand he wipes 

A tear out of his eyes. 

Toiling, rejoicing, sorrowing. 
Onward through life he goes ; 

Each momiug sees some task begin, 
Each evening sees its close : 

Something attempted, something done. 
Has earned a night's repose. 

Thanks, thanks to thee, my worthy friend. 

For the lesson thou hast taught ! 
Thus at the flaming forge of life, 

Our fortunes must be wrought ; 
Thus on its sounding anvil shaped 

Each burning deed and thought. 
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THE WEECK. 

Mxi. Smani. 

All night the booming minute-gnn 

Had pealed along the deep ; 
And mournfully the rising sun 

Look'd o'er the tide- worn steep. 
A bark from India's coral strand 

Before the rushing blast. 
Had veil'd her topsails to the sand, 

And bow'd her noble mast. 

The queenly ship — brave. hearts had striven, 

And true ones died with her ; 
"We saw her mighty cable riven 

Like floating gossamer ! 
"We saw her proud flag struck that mom — 

A star once o'er the seas ; 
Her helm beat down, her deck upborne — 

And sadder things than these ! 

We saw her treasures cast away, 

The rocks with pearl were sown ; 
And, strangely sad I the ruby's ray 

Flashed out on fretted stone. 
And gold was strewn the wet sands o'er, 

Like ashes by a breeze ; 
And gorgeous robes — but oh ! that shore 

Had sadder sights than these ? 
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We saw the strong man still and low, 

A crush'd reed thrown aside ; 
Yet, by that lip, and rigid brow, 

Not without strife he died ! 
And near him, on the sea- weed lay — 

Till then we had not wept ; 
But well our gushing hearts might say 

That there a mother slept. 

For her pale arms a babe had pressed, 

With such a wreathing grasp ; 
Billows had dashed o'er that fond breast, 

Yet not undone the clasp. 
Her very tresses had been flung. 

To wrap the fair child's form, 
Where still their fair long streamers clung, 

All tangled by the storm. 

And, beautiful 'midst that wild scene, 

Gleamed up the boy's dead face, 
Like slumbers, trustingly serene. 

In melancholy grace. 
Deep in her bosom lay his head, 

With half-shut violet eye ; 
He had known little of her dread, 

Nought of her agony. 

Oh, human love ! whose yearning hearts 
Through aU things vainly true. 

So stamps upon thy mortal part 
Its passionate adieu ! 
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Surely, thon hast another lot ; 

There is some home for thee. 
Where thou shalt rest, rememb'ring not 

The moaning of the sea. 



GRASS. 

Sn^n Surltir. 

The trees are a glory and joy to the sod, 

With the rustle of leaves and their boughs, 
As they wave them in air, like the banners of 
God, 

Bidding Nature be true to her vows ; 
As they rise in glad clusters from out of the vale, 
And echo the steps of the wandering gale. 

In the glorious midsummer pride ; 
Or cluster, like locks o'er the brow of the hill. 
Or shadow quaint forms in the glass of the rill, 

As they droopingly hang o'er its tide. 

But the trees are too proud and majestic for me. 

Great earth-nurtured kings as they are ; 
Though useful and grand in their pride they 
may be. 
There's something that's better by far ; 
For it grows on the mountain, and dingle and 

dell. 
And patiently bears the rough winter as well 
As its joys, in the glad summer air ; 
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Por the' there's no one single blossom to 

see. 
Though the frost has eloped with the leayes of 

the tree, 
The grass is still lingering there. 

It Mnges the stream, and cushions the flower, 

And hugs the soft root to its breast ; 
And flies that have wetted their wings in the 
shower. 
Here shelter and build them a nest. 
And in hedge- guarded field or furze-coyered 

heath. 
Where the rabbit makes hollows and burrows 
beneath, 
And timidly flees as we pass ; 
The bee who's been tuning his bugle in fun, 
The cricket that's chirrup'd all day in ttie 
sun, 
Each finds a glad home in the grass. 

When the grave hath received its poor dweller 
at last, 
And a heart hath at length found its rest ; 
1^0 matter what life its sad tenant hath past. 

How good or ungodly his breast. 
The grass springeth up in its freshest of 

green, 
With a flow'ret or two just to sparkle between, 
And scent all around and above. 
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And that perfume, bequeathed to the Hght of 

the Bun, 
May be incense to God for the evil that's 

done 
In the sight of sweet mercy and love. 

What a desert-like place would this world of 
ours be. 
If its acres were barren and bare, 
And the beautiful green at the foot of the 
tree 
Did not grow in humility there. 
What a desert-like spot would this life of ours 

be, 
If amid sands of sin no glimpse could we see 

Of some green-knotted garland of grass ; 
Some oasis bright, a glad hope to impart, 
That the sun of the sky and the sun of the 
heart 
Still abide in the road we must pass. 



THE BRAMBLE FLOWER. 

Thy fruit full well the schoolboy knows, 

Wild bramble of the brake ; 
So put thou forth thy small white rose ; 

I love it for his sake. 
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Thougli woodbines flaunt and roses glow 

0*er all the fragrant bowers, 
Thou need'st not be ashamed to show 

Thy satin-threaded flowers. 

For dull the eye — the heart is dull, 

That cannot feel how fair, 
Amid all beauty beautiful^ 

Thy tender blossoms are. 
How delicate thy gauzy frill, 

How rich thy branchy stem ; 
How soft thy voice when woods are still, 

And thou sing'st hymns to them ; 

While silent showers are falling slow, 

And 'mid the general hush, 
A sweet air lifts the little bough 

Lone whispering through the bush. 
The primrose to the grave is gone, 

The hawthorn flower is dead ; 
The violet by the mossed gray stone 

Hath laid her weary head. 

But thou, wild bramble ! back dost bring, 

In all their beauteous power, 
The fresh green days of Hfe's fair spring, 

And boyhood's blossomy hour. 
Scorned bramble of the brake ! once more 

Thou bidd'st me be a boy, 
To gad with thee the woodlands o'er. 

In freedom and in joy. 
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THE GRAVE. 

itmih 

The grave it is deep and sonndless, 
And canopied over with clouds ; 

And trackless, and dim, and boundless, 
Is the unknown land that it shrouds. 

In vain may the nightingales warble 
Their songs — the roses of love, 

And friendship grow white on the marble 
The living have reared above. 

The virgin bereft at her bridal 
Of him she has loved, may weep ; 

The wan of the orphan is idle, 
It breaks not the buried one's sleep. 

Tet everywhere else shall mortals 

For peace unavailingly roam ; 
Except through the shadowy portals, 

Goeth none to his genuine home. 

And the heart that tempest and sorrow 

Have beaten against for years, 
Must look for a sunnier morrow, 

Beyond this temple of tears. 

5a 
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HARMONY. 

I BADE the day-break bring to me 
Its own sweet song of ecstasy : 
An answer came from leafy trees. 
And wakiDg birds, and wandering bees, 
And wavelets on tbe water's brim — 
The matin hymn — the matin hymn. 

I asked the noon for mnsio then ; 
It echoed forth the hum of men ; 
The sounds of labor on the wind, 
The loud-voiced eloquence of mind ; 
The heart — the soul's sublime pulsations, 
The song — the shout — the shock of nations. 

I hastened from the restless throng, 
To soothe me with the evening song ; 
The darkening heaven was vocal still, 
I heard the music of the rill — 
The homeward bee — the vesper bell — 
The cicada — the Philomel. 

Thou omnipresent Harmony ! 
Shades, streams, and stars are full of thee ; 
On every wing — in every sound— 
Thine all-pervading power is found ; 
Some chord to touch, some tale to tell, 
Deep — deep within the spirit's cell. 
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REST. 

Serhrt, 

Whek Gk)d at first made man» 
Having a glass of blessing standing by, 
' Let us/ said he, ' pour on him all we can, 
Let the world's riches, which dispersed lie. 

Contract into a span.' 

So strength made first a way, 
Then beauty fiow'd, then wisdom, honor, 

pleasure, 
Perceiving that alone of all his treasure. 

Best at the bottom lay ; 

'Por if I should,' said he, 
' Bestow this jewel also on my creature. 
He would adore my gifts instead of me. 
And rest in nature, not the God of Ifature, 

So both should losers be. 

Yet let him keep the rest. 
But keep them with repining restlessness ; 
Let him be rich and weary, that, at least. 
If goodness lead him not, yet weariness 

May toss him to my breast." 



TIME. 

We watch the ever rolling waves* career, 
To where the ocean weds the sky, and think, 
Thus roU away the lestLeBft ViQiva^ oi '^ixs^'^. 
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WILD TLOWERS. 

%inill. 

Ebatjtifttl children of the woods and fields ! 
That bloom by mountain streamlets 'mid 

the heather, 
Or into clusters 'neath the hazels gather, 
Or where by hoary rocks you make your bields. 
And sweetly flourish on through summer 
weather — 

I love ye all ! 

Beautiful flowers ! to me ye fresher seem 
From the Almighty hand that fashioned all. 
Than those that flourish round a garden waU, 

And I can image you as in a dream, 
Fair modest maidens nursed in hamlets small: 

I love ye all ! 

Beautiful gems ! that on the brow of earth, 
Are fixed as in a queenly diadem ; 
Though lowly ye and meet without a name, 

Young hearts rejoice to see your buds come forth 
As light erewhile into the world came — 

I love ye all 1 

Beautiful things, ye are, where'er ye grow ! 
The wild red rose— the speedwell's peeping 

eyes ; 
Our own blue bell — the daisy that doth rise 
Wherever sunbeams fall, or winds do blow, 
And thousands more of blessed forms and dyes, 

I love you all ! 



8CH00L-B001C POBTBY. 51 

Beautiful nurslings of the early dew ! 
Fanned in your loveliness by every breeze, 
And shaded o'er by green and arching trees ; 

I often wish that I were one of you, 
Dwelling afar upon the grassy leas — 

I love ye all ! 

Beautiful watchers ! day and night ye wake ! 
The evening star grows dim and fades away, 
And morning comes and goes, and then the 
day 
"Within the arms of night its rest doth take ; 
But ye are watchful wheresoe'er we stray — 

I love ye all ! 

Beautiful objects of the wild bee's love ! 
The wild bird joys your opening bloom to see, 
And in your native woods and wilds to be ; 

All hearts to nature true ye strangely move ; 
Ye are so passing fair — so passing fair — 

I love ye all ! 

BeautiM children of the glen and dell, 
The dingle deep— the moorland stretching 

wide, 
And of the mossy fountain's sedgy side ; 
Ye o'er my heart have thrown a lovesome spell, 
And though the worldling, scorning, may 
deride— 

I love ye all I 
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SONG. 

A YOUNG rose in the summer time 

Is beautiful to me, 
And glorious are the many stars 

That glimmer on the sea ; 
But gentle words and loying hearts. 

And hands to clasp my own, 
Are better than the fairest flowerSi 

Or stars that ever shone. 

The sun may warm the grass to life ; 

The dew, the drooping flower ; 
"We may delight in Spring's return, 

In Autumn's evening hour : 
But words that breathe of tenderness. 

And smiles we know are true, 
Are warmer than the summer time, 

And dearer than the dew. 

It is not much the world can give 

With all its subtle art, 
And gold and gems are not the things 

To satisfy the heart. 
But oh ! if those who cluster round 

Our own domestic hearth. 
Have gentle words and loving smiles, 

How beautiful is earth ! 
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A MOTHER'S SACRIFICE. 

* God loYeth a cheerful giyer.' 

* What shall I render thee, Father supreme^ 
Eor thy rich gifts ; and this the best of all ? ' 
Said the young mother, as she fondlywatched 
Her sleeping babe. There was an answering 

voice 
That night in dreams. 

< Thou hast a litUe bud. 
Wrapt in thy breast, and fed with dews of loye. 
Give me that bud. 'Twill be a flower in 

heaven.' 
Rut there was silence ; yea, a hush so deep, 
Rreathless, and terror stricken, that the Up 
Rlanched in its trance. 

' Thou hast a little harp ! 
How sweetly would it swell the angels' song; 
Yield me that harp.' There burst a shudder- 
ing sob 
As if the bosom by some hidden sword 
Was cleft in twain. 

Mom came ; a blight had found 
The crimson velvet of the unfolding bud : 
The harp-strings rang a thrilling strain and 
broke, 
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And that young mother lay upon the earth 
In childless agony. Again the voice 
That stirred her vision. 

' He who asked of thee, 
Loveth a cheerful giver.' So she raised 
Her gushing eyes, and 'ere the tear-drop dried 
Upon its fringes, smiled ; and that meek smile, 
Like Abraham's faith, was counted righteous- 
ness. 



'AS THY DAY, SO SHALL THY 
STEEl^GTH BE.' 

When adverse winds and waves arise. 
And in my heart despondence sighs ; 
When life her throng of care reveals, 
And weakness o'er my spirit steals- 
Grateful I hear the kind decree , 
That, ' as my day my strength shall be.' 

When, with sad footsteps, memory roves 
'Mid smitten joys and buried loves ; 
When sleep my tearful pillow flies, 
And dewy morning drinks my sighs, 
Still to thy promise, Lord, I flee. 
That, * as my day my strength shall be.' 
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One trial more must yet be past, 

One pang — the keenest, and the last ; 

And when, with brow convulsed and pale. 

My feeble, quivering heartstrings fail, 

Bedeemer, grant my soul to see 

That ' as her day, her strength shall be.' 



TO A DYING INFANT. 

Sleep, little baby, sleep ! 

Not on thy cradle bed. 
Not on thy mother's breast, 
Henceforth shall be thy rest. 

But with the quiet dead. 

Yes ! with the quiet dead, 
Baby, thy rest shall be ! 

Oh ! many a weary wight, 

Weary of life and light. 

Would fain lie down with thee. 

Flee, little tender nursling — 

Flee to thy grassy nest ! 
There the first flowers shall blow, 
The first pure flake of snow, 
Shall fall upon thy breast. 

6 
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Mount up, immortal essenoe, 
YouDg spirit, haste— depart ; 

And is this death ? dread thing ! 

If such thy Visiting, 
How beaudfdl thou art ! 

Oh ! I would gaze for ever 

Upon that waxen face, 
So passionless, so pure, 
That little shrine was, sure, 

An angel's dwelling place. 

Thou weepest, childless mother ! 

Aye weep, 'twill ease thy heart ; 
It was thy first-bom son. 
Thy first— -thy only one, 

'Tis hard from him to part. 

'Tis hard to lay thy darling 
Deep in the damp, cold earth, 

His empty crib to see, 

His silent nursery, 

Once gladsome with his mirth. 

But thou wilt then, fond mother. 

In after years look back, 
(Time brings such wondrous easing,) 
With sadness not unpleasing, 
£ en in this gloomy track. 
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Thou'lt say, ' My first-bom blessing 

It almost broke my heart. 
When thou wert forced to go ; 
And yet for thee, I know, 

'Twas better to depart. 

* God took thee in his mercy, 

A lamb untasked, untried ; 
He fought the fight for thee, 
He won the victory, 

And thou art sanctified. 

' I look around and see 

The evil ways of man, 
And oh ! beloved child, 
I'm more than reconciled, 

To thy departure then. 

* iN'ow like a dew-drop shrined 

"Within a crystal stone, 
Thou'rt safe in heaven, my dove — 
Safe with the Source of love. 

The everlasting One. 

' And when the hour arrives. 
From flesh that sets me free. 

Thy spirit may await 

The first at heaven's gate, 
To meet and welcome me/ 
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WOMAN'S LOT. 

flnira. 

Oh ! say not woman's lot is hard. 

Her path a path of sorrow ; 
To-day perchance some joy debarred. 

May yield more joy to-morrow, 
It is not hard — it cannot be, 

To speak in tones of gladness, j 

To hush the sigh of misery, 

And sooth the brow of sadness. ' 

It is not hard, sweet flowers to spread 

To strew the path with roses, 
To smooth the couch and rest the head. 

Where some loved friend reposes : 
It is not hard to trim the hearth. 

For brothers home returning, 
To wake the songs of harmless mirth 

When winter fires are burning. 

It is not hard, a sister's love 

To pay with love as tender; 
When cares perplex and trials prove, 

A sister's help to render : 
It is not hard, when troubles come. 

And doubts and fears distressing, 
To shelter in a father's home, 

And feel a mother's blessing. 
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It is not Hard, when storms arise 

'Mid darkness and dejection. 
To look to heaven with trusting eyes, 

And ask its kind protection ; 
Then say not woman's lot is hard, 

Her path the path of sorrow, 
To-day perchance some joy debarred, 

May yield sweet peace to-morrow. 



LIFE. 

ffiEtttgmnjnj. 

' "What is life ? ' 'tis a delicate shell, 
Flung up with eternity's flow. 

On time's bank of quicksand to dwell. 
And a moment its loveliness show. 

Gone back to its element, grand. 
Is the billow that brought it on shore : 

See, another is dashing the strand, 
And the beautiful shell is no more. 



THE TEAR. 

inn, 

* * * There is a tear 

That streaming o'er an object loved and lost, 
"With mournful magic tortures and delights. 
6a 
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HYMN OF NATURE. 

Gob of the earth's extended plains, 

The dark green fields contented lie ; 
The mountains rise like holy towers, 

Where man might commune with the sky. 
The tall cliff challenges the storm 

That lowers upon the vale helow, 
Where shaded fountains send their streams 

With joyous music in their flow. 

God of the dark and heavy deep ! 

The waves lie sleeping on the sands, 
Till the fierce trumpet of the storm 

Hath summoned up their thundering bands ; 
Then the white sails are dashed like foam. 

Or hurry trembling o'er the seas, 
Till, calmed by thee, the sinking gale 

Serenely breathes, * Depart in peace.' 

God of the forests' solemn shade ! 

The grandeur of the lonely tree. 
That wrestles singly with the gale. 

Lifts up admiring eyes to thee ; 
But more majestic far they stand. 

When side by side their ranks they form. 
To weave on high their plumes of green, 

And fight their battles with the storm. 

God of the light and viewless air. 
Where summer breezes sweetly flow, 
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Or, gatbering in their angry might, 
The fierce and wintry tempests blow ! 

All — from the evening's plaintive sigh, 
That hardly lifts the drooping flower, 

To the wild whirlwind's midnight cry- 
Breathe forth the language of thy power. 

God of the fair and open sky ! 

How gloriously above us springs 
ITie tented dome of heavenly blue. 

Suspended on the rainbow's rings, 
Each brilliant star that sparkles through, 

Each gilded cloud that wanders free 
In evening's purple radiance, gives 

The beauty of its praise to thee. 

God of the rolling orbs above ! 

Thy name is written clearly bright 
In the warm day's unvarying blaze, 

Or evening's golden shower of light. 
For every fire that fronts the sun, 

And every spark that walks alone 
Around the utmost verge of heaven, 

"Were kindled at thy burning throne. 

God of the world ! The hour must come, 

And nature's self to dust return ; 
Her crumbling altars must decay, 

Her incense fires shall cease to bum ; 
But still her grand and lovely scenes 

Have made man's warmest praises flow ; 
For hearts grow holier as they trace 

The beauty of the woT\i'^^\o^* 
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THE TOY OF THE GIANT'S CHILD. 

In (Dl)t ttiui mtfAM bq S. ft. M. Ijinutt Silhtxt. 

It is the lofty Inselsberg — a mountain high and 

strong, 
Where once the noble castle stood — the giants 

held it long ; 
Its very ruins now are lost, ita site is waste 

and lone ; 
And if ye look for giants there, they all are 

dead and gone. 

The giant's daughter once came forth^ the castle 

gate before, 
And played with all a child's delight before 

her father's door ; 
Then sauntering down the precipice the girl 

would gladly go. 
To see perchance how matters went, in the 

little world below. 

"With few and hasty steps she passed the moun- 
tain and the wood, 

At length approaching near the place where 
dwelt mankind, she stood ; 

And many a town and village fair, and many a 
field so green, 

Before her wondering eyes appeared, a strange 
and curious scene. 
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And as she gazed, in wonder lost, on all the 

scenes around, 
She saw a peasant at her feet a tilling of the 

ground ; 
The little creature crawled about, so slowly 

here and there. 
And, lighted by the morning sun, his plough 

shone out so fair. 

* 0, pretty plaything,' cried the child, * I'll 

take thee home with me,' 
Then with her infant hands she spread her 

kerchief on her knee. 
And cradling man, and horse, and plough, so 

gently on her arm, 
She bore them home quite cautiously, afraid 

to do them harm. 

She hastes with joyous steps and glad (we know 
what children are), 

And spying soon her father out, she shouted 
from afar, 

' Oh father, dearest father, such a plaything I 
have found ; 

I ncTer saw so fair a one on our own moun- 
tain ground.' 

Her father sat at table then, and drank his 

wine so mild. 
And smiling with a parent's smile, he asks 

the happy child, 
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< What struggling creatare hast thou brought 

so carefully to me, 
Thou leap'st for very joy, my child; come, 

open, let us see.' 

She opes her kerchief cautiously, and gladly 
you may deem. 

And shows her eager sire the plough, the 
peasant, and his team ; 

And when she placed before his sight the new- 
found pretty toy, 

She clasped her hands, and screamed aloud, 
and cried for very joy. 

But her father looked quite seriously, and 
shaking slow his head, 

* What hast thou brought me here, my girl ? 

this is no toy/ he said, 
' Go take it quickly back again, and put it 

down below — 
The peasant is no plaything, child; how coulds't 

thou deem him so ? 

* So go, without a sigh or sob, and do my will,' 

he said ; 
Por know, without the peasant, girl, we none 

of us had bread ; 
'Tis from the peasant's hardy stock the race of 

giants are; 
The peasant is no plaything, child ; no — God 

forbid he were.' 
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CHEERFULNESS. 



See how the day heanieth brightly before us, 

Elue is the firmament, green is the earth ; 
Grief hath no voice in the universe chorus — 

Nature is ringing with musical mirth. 
Lift up the looks that are sinking in sadness ; 

QtazG ! and if beauty can capture thy soul, 
Virtue herself will allure thee to gladness — 

Gladness, philosophy's guerdon and goal. 

Enter the treasuries Pleasure encloses; 

List ! how she thrills in the nightingale's lay. 
Breathe ! she is wafting the sweets from the 
roses ; 
Feel ! she is cool in the rivulet's play. 
Taste ! from the grape and the nectarine 
gushing 
Flows the red rill in the beams of the sun, 
Green in the hills, in the flower groves 
blushing, 
Look ! she is always and everywhere one. 

Eanish, then, mourner, the tears that are 
trickling 
Over the cheeks that should rosily bloom ; 
Why should a man like a girl or a sickling, 
Suffer his lamp to bo quenched in the 
tomb. 
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Still may we battle for goodness and beauty; 

Still hath philanthropy much to essay ; 
Glory rewards the fulfilment of duty ; 

Kest will pavilion the end of our way. 

What though corroding and multiplied sorrows. 

Legion-like, darken this planet of ours, 
Hope is a balsam the wounded heart borrows, 

Ever when anguish hath palsied its powers ; 
Wherefore, tho' fate play the part of a traitor. 

Soar o'er the stars on the pinions of hope, 
Fearlessly certain that, sooner or later, 

Over the stars thy desire shall have scope. 

Look round about on the face of creation. 

Still is God's earth undistorted and bright, 
Comfort the captives to long tribulation, 

Thus shalt thou reap the more perfect delight. 
Love ! but if love be a hallowed emotion, 

Purity only its rapture should share ; 
Love, then, with willing and deathless emotion. 

All that is just, and exalted, and fair. 

Act ! for in action are wisdom and glory. 

Fame, immortality — these are its crown : 
Would' st thou illumine the tablets of story, 

Build on achievements thy dome of renown. 
Honor and feeling were given thee to cherish ; 

Cherish them, then, though all else should 
decay ; 
Landmarks be these, that are never to perish, 

Stars that will shine on thy duskiest day, 
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Courage ! disaster and peril once over. 

Freshen the spirit as showers the grove : 
O'er the dim graves that the cypresses cover, 

Soon the * forget-me-not ' rises in love. 
Courage, then, friends! though the universe 
crumhle, 

Innocence, dreadless of danger heneath. 
Patient and trustful, and joyous and humble, 

Smiles through the ruin on darkness and 
death. 



ZAEA'S EAEEINGS. 

* Mt earrings ! my earrings ! they're dropt into 

the well. 
And what to say to Mu^a, I cannot, cannot 

tell.' 
'Twas thus, Granada's fountain by, spake 

Albuhazor's daughter. 

* The well is deep, far down they lie, beneath 

the dark blue water. 
To me did Mu^a give them when he spake his 

sad farewell ; 
And what to say when he comes back, alas ! 

I cannot tell. 

* My earrings! my earrings! they were pearl 

in silver set ; 
That when my Moor was far away, I should 
not him forget ; 
7 
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That I ne'er to other tongue should list, or 

smile at other's tale, 
Eut remember he my lips had kiss'd, pure as 

those earrings pale. 
When he comes back, and hears that I have 

dropp'd them in the well ; 
Oh, what will Muga think of me, I cannot, 

cannot tell. 

* My ear-rings ! my earrings ! he'll say they 

should have been, 
iNot of pearl and silver, but of gold and 

glittering sheen ; 
Of jasper and of onyx, and of diamond shining 

clear, 
Changing to the changing light, with radiance 

insincere ; 
That changing minds unchanging gems are not 

befitting well ; 
Thus will he think, and what to say, alas ! I 

cannot tell. 

He'll think, when I to market went, I 

loiter'd by the way ; 
He'll think a willing ear I lent to all the lads 

might say ; 
He'll think some other lover's hand among my 

tresses noozed, 
And from the ear, where he had placed them, 

my rings of pearl unloos'd ; 
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He'll think, as I sat sporting so^ beside this 

marble well, 
Hy pearls fell in, and what to say, alas ! I 

cannot tell. 

* Hell say I am a woman, and we are all the 

same; 
He'll say I loved, when he was here, to whisper 

of his flame '^ 
But when he went to Tunis, my yirgin troth 

had broken. 
And thought no more of Muqa, and cared not 

for his token. 
My earrings! my earrings! ah! luckless, 

luckless well ! 
And what to say to Mu^a, alas ! I cannot 

tell. 

* m tell the truth to Muga, and hope he will 

believe 
That I thought of him at morning, and thought 

of him at eve j 
And that, musing on my lover, when down 

the sun was gone. 
His earrings in my hand I held, by the 

fountain, all alone; 
And that my mind was on the sea, when from 

my hand they fell ; 
And that deep my love lies in my heart, as 

they lie in the well.* 
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SONG OF A SPIRIT TO THE 
DEPARTING CHILD. 

iunu. 

Come, fair child, I wait for thee 

On the golden shores of eternity ; 

I wait with a wreath for thy shining hair. 

And a rohe of light for thy spirit to wear. 

Come to the land of the cheruhim ! 
Come to the land of the seraphim ! 
Come to the hills hy immortals trod. 
Come, where the pure in heart see God. 

Come to the morning that knows no night — 
The sunshine of everlasting light ; 
Come, thou art weary of earthly things ; 
Snatch thee, fair spirit, thy shining wings. 

Pew and short have thy wanderings been 
Through the dark desert of earth and sin ; 
Por thou wast told of a Saviour's love, 
And thy heart was fixed on the joys above. 

And since thy young spirit hath sought its 

God, 
And in the bright path of religion trod ; 
The seraph of love and the angel of peace 
Have fixed thine abode in the gardens of 

bliss. 
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They have built thee a home with a golden dcor, 
"With walls of pearl and a sapphire floor ; 
And a fairer light on thy dwelling falls 
Than ere thou hast seen in thy father's halls. 

Then come, thou lamb of God's holy fold ; 

Come, with thy locks of waving gold ; 

And thy path shall be bright with the halo of 

bliss, 
And thy brow shall be bound with the lilies 

of peace. 

Yes, thou art coming ; thy bark is past 

O'er the dark waters of life at last ;. 

And thy bright, bright wing is in glory 

unfurled. 
Thou hast left the dark shades of a sinful world. 

Joy ! joy ! be the theme of the angel throng, 
And the temples of Paradise ring with the song ; 
For a beautiful soul to our band is given. 
And a deathless spirit has reached its heaven. - 



EARTHLY BLISS. 

The spider's most attenuated thread 

Is cord, is cable, to man's slender tie 

Of earthly bliss : it breaks at every breeze. 

7a 
s 
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SATTJBDAY AFTEENOON. 

» f . m\i\i. 

I LOVE to look on a scene like this, 

Of wild and careless play, 
And persuade myself that I am not old, 

And my locks are not yet grey ; 
For it stirs the blood in an old man's heart, 

And makes his pnlses fly, 
To catch the thrill of a happy voice, 

And the light of a pleasant eye. 

I have walked the world for fourscore years, 

And they say that I am old ; 
That my heart is ripe for the reaper Death, 

And ray years are well nigh told. 
It is very true. It is very true. 

I am told — and I ' bide my time '; 
But my heart will leap at a scene like this, 

And I half renew my prime. 

Play on ! play on ! I am with you there, 

In the midst of your merry ring ; 
I can feel the thrill of the daring jump, 

And the rush of the breathless swing ; 
I hide with you in the fragrant hay, 

And I whoop the smothered call. 
And my feet slip up on the seedy floor, 

And I care not for the fall. 
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I am williog to die when my time shall come, 

And I shall be glad to go, 
"For the world, at best, is a weary place, 

And my pulse is getting low ; 
But the grave is dark, and the heart will fail 

In treading its gloomy way ; 
And it wiles my heart from its dreariness, 

To see the young so gay. 



THE OLD MAN'S PLAINT. 

'Tis bleak December, cold and drear ; 

The wintry winds pipe shrill and high ; 
The red deer crouch within their lair, 
• And wild birds to the thicket fly. 
The hoar frost silvers hedge and tree, 

Now sparkling in the pale moon-ray. 
The world seems growing old to me, 

For I'm aweary, old, and grey — 

Aweary, weary, old, and grey. 

The Christmas chime, in olden time, 

Bang out a joyous peal for me ; 
The yule log blaz'd, while mirth, and mime, 

And laughter echoed cheerily. 
But now, fdas ! how changed the scene, 

How sadly sounds that peal to-day; 
The world is not what it hath been. 

And I'm aweary, old, and grey — 

Aweary, weary, old., OisySi^s^* 
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I miss the happy faces now 

That circled round our festive board, 
When pleasure lighted every brow, 

And every touch wak'd friendship's chord ; 
Whilst now, like harp of shattered string, 

Whose melody hath passed away, 
I drop, a faded, soulless thing, 

Forsaken, weary, old, and grey — 

Aweary, weary, old, and grey. 

But, hush ! what sounds come stealing o'er. 

Like seraph choir, mine aged ear. 
Strains that my soul hath loved of yore. 

When all was mine that made life dear. 
A light gleams o'er me — yes, I hear 

The bells chime forth their olden lay ; 
And feel, with every gushing tear. 

That I alone am old and grey, 

Aweary, weary, old, and grey. 



ASPIRATIONS OF YOUTH. 

HioHEB, higher, will we climb 

Up the mount of glory. 
That our names may live thro' time 

In our country's story. 
Happy, when her welfare calls. 
He who conquers, he who falls. 
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Deeper, deeper, let us toil 

In the mine of knowledge, 
Nature's wealth and learning's spoil. 

Win from school and college. 
Delve we there for richer gems 
Than the stars of diadems. 

Onward, onward, may we press 

Through the path of duty ; 
Virtue is true happiness ; 

Excellence true beauty, 
Minds are of celestial birth — 
Make we then a heaven of earth. 

Closer, closer, let us knit 

Hearts and hands together ; 
"Where our fireside comforts sit 

In the coldest weather. 
! they wander wide who roam. 
For the joys of life, from home. 

Nearer, dearer, bands of love 

Draw our souls in union, 
To our Father's house above. 

To the saints' communion : 
Thither every hope ascend, 
There may all our labors end. 
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THE CROCUS'S SOLILOQUY. 
Miss a. f. Suit 

Down in my solitude, under the snow, 
Where nothing cheering can reach me ; 

Here, without light to see how to grow, 
I'll trust to nature to teach me. 

I will not despair, nor be idle, nor frown. 
Locked in so gloomy a dwelling ; 

My leaver shall run up, and my roots shall 
run down, 
While the bud in my bosom is swelling. 

Soon as the frost will get out of my bed. 
From this cold dungeon to free me, 

I will peer up with my bright little head ; 
All will be joyful to see me. 

Then from my heart will young petals diverge, 
As rays of the sun from their focus ; 

I from the darkness of earth will emerge, 
A happy and beautiful crocus. 

Gaily array' d in my yellow and green. 
When to their view I have risen. 

Will they not wonder that one so serene 
Came from so dismal a prison ? 

Many, perhaps, from so simple a flower 

This little lesson may borrow. 
Patient to-day, through its gloomiest hour. 

We come out the brighter to-morrow. 
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THE STORMY PETREL. 

^nirfir. 

A THOTTSAVD miles from land are we, 
Tossiog about on the roaring sea ; 
'From billow to bounding billow cast, 
Like fleecy clouds on the stormy blast. 

The sails are scattered abroad like weeds ; 
The strong mast shake like quivering reeds ; 
The mighty cables and iron chains, 
The hull, which all earthly strength disdains — 
They strain and they crack, and hearts like 

stone 
Their natural hard proud strength disown. 

Tip and down ! up and down ! 

Prom the base of the wave to the billow's 

crown ; 
And 'midst the flashing and feathery foam. 
The stormy-petrel finds a home. 
A home, if such a place may be. 
For her who lives on the wide, wide sea — 
On the craggy ice, in the frozen air, 
And only seeketh her rocky lair 
To warm her young, and to teach them to 

spring 
At once on the waves on their stormy 

wing! 
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O'er the deep ! o'er the deep ! 

Where the whale and the shark and the 

swordfish sleep ; 
Outflying the blast and the driving rain, 
The petrel telleth her tale in vain. 
For the mariner curseth the warning bird 
"Which bringeth him news of the storm 

unheard. 
Ah ! thus does the prophet of good or ill 
Meet hate from the creatures he serveth still ; 
Yet he never falters — so, petrel, spring 
Once more o'er the waves on thy stormy wing. 



THE ABSENT, 

Lonely — nay, that I am not ! 
Loving spirits and confiding. 
By my distant hearth abiding. 
Hover round me here. 

Happy — nay, that I am not ! 
For these silent tears and burning 
Witness well a secret yearning 
For the far and dear. 

Mournful — nay, that I am not ! 
For the friends of my afPections 
Wreathe me in their recollections, 
And are ever near. 
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Hopeful — yes, that mood is mine ! 
Once again in home's sweet union, 
With the loved to join communion, 
Fills my heart with cheer. 



THE TRAVELS OF THE LEAF. 

flsnn. 

Fbom the hill to the valley, the grove to the 

plain. 
From the hranch where thou never wilt 

hlossom again ; 
Thy green beauties faded, sere, withered, and 

dying. 
Brown leaf of the forest ! oh, where art thou 

flying? 

* I know not, I heed not, I go with the blast. 
Which swept me away with the bough as it 

passed ; 
The storm-gust, which shattered the oak where 

I hung, 
Had ruth for the feeble, but none for the 

strong. 
It has rent the tough branch, once my glory 

and stay. 
And the wind for my wild mate — I'm whirled 

away. 
8 
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What rede I, or reek? On its oold bosom 

I baste to where all things in nature are 

hieing. 
And the sweet garden rose-leaf floats off with 

the breeze, 
Where the zephyr wafts blossoms and buds 

from the trees, 
So lightly I drive to my destiny too; 
And it may be to glad me — it may be to rue — 
My oompanions the ilex, the ash, the bright 

iQurel, 
And the beech, with its death-bloom as ruddy 

as coral. 
Now read my sad riddle, Sir Seer, and its 

moral.' 



THE SEA DIVER. 

Xintg^Umt. 

My way is o'er the bright blue sea. 
My sleep upon its rocking tide ; 

And many an eye has followed me 

Where billows clasp the worn sea-side. 

My plumage bears the crimson blush, 
When ocean by the sun is kissed ! 

When fades the evening's purple flush, 
Mj dark wing cleaves the silver mist. 
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Fall man^ a fathom down beneath 
The bnght arch of the splendid deep ; 

My ear has heard the sea shell breathe, 
O'er living myriads in their sleep. 

They rested by the coral throne, 

Ajad by the pearly diadem ; 
Where the pale sea-grape had overgrown 

The glorious dwellings made for them. 

At night upon my storm-drenched wing, 
I poised above a helmless bark, 

And soon I saw the shattered thing 
Had passed away, and left no mark. 

And when the wind and storm had done, 
A ship that had rode out the gale, 

Sunk down — without a signal gun, 
And none was left to tell the tale. 

I saw the pomp of day depart. 
The cloud resign its golden crown ; 

When to the ocean's beating heart 
The sailor's wasted corpse went down. 

Peace be to those whose graves are made 
Beneath the bright and silver sea ; 

Peace that their relics there were laid, 
With no vain pride and pageantry. 
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THE GRAVES OF A HOUSEHOLD. 

They grew in beauty side by side, 
They filled one home with glee ; 

Their graves are severed far and wide, 
By mount and stream and sea. 

The same fond mother bent at night 
O'er each fair sleeping brow ; 

She had each folded flower in sight ; 
Where are those dreamers now ? 

One 'midst the forest of the west. 

By a dark stream is laid ; 
The Indian knows his place of rest, 

Ear in the cedar shade. 

The sea — the blue lone sea hath one, 
He lies where pearls lie deep ; 

He was the loved of all, yet none 
O'er his lone grave may weep. 

One sleeps where southern vines are drest. 

Above the nobles slain ; 
He wrapt his colors on his breast, 

On a blood-red field in Spain. 

And 6ne — on her the myrtle showers 
Its leaves, by soft winds fanned ; 

She faded 'midst Italian bowers, 
The last of that fair band. 
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And parted thns they rest, who played 

Beneath the same green tree ; 
Whose voices mingled as they prayed 

Around the parent knee. 

They that with smiles lit np the hall, 
And cheered with song the hearth, 

Alas ! for love, if thou wert all, 
And nought heyond, oh ! earth. 



THE LOST SISTER OF WHYOMING. 

flnnn. 

' 'TwAs eve : a little circle sat 

Around the cottage hearth ; 
Youth's voice and rose-buds lips were there, 

But not its tones of mirth ! 

But few and lone were all the words 

Of that lone fire-side ring ; 
It seemed as though their spirits dwelt 

Upon some fearful thing. 

Had death been in that forest-home, 

To call the loved away ? 
Was it for this that mother wept, 

Trom eve till break of day } 
8a 
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1^0 ; tliough they missed the baby- voice 

And little dimpled hand ; 
Death in his quiver hath no dart 

Like that which pierced that band. 

They missed her when the morning came 

To wake the voice of birds ; 
She was not there to mock their song 

"With her half-uttered words. 

She was not there with acorn-cups 

Beside the woodland rill ; 
Calling aloud to hear her voice 

Re-echo from the hill. 

They had been there — the forest-men ; 

And from her mother's breast, 
They tore the darling of her love, 

The warbler from its nest. 

And in the chambers of the soul 

One picture memory laid ; 
A child — one hand among her curls, 

The other stretched for aid ! 



INVOCATION. 



Thott art come from the spirit's land, thou 
bird! 
Thou art come from the spirit's land ! 



I? 
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Through the dark pine grove let thy voice be 
heard, 
4 And tell of the shadowy band ! 

"We know that the bowers are green and fair 
In the light of that summer shore ; 

And we know that the friends we have lost are 
there, 
They are there — and they weep no more ! 

And we know they have quenched their ferer's 
thirst 

From the fountain of youth ere now, 
"For there must the stream in its freshness burst, 

Which none may find below ! 

And we know that they will not be lured to earth 
From the land of deathless flowers, 

By the feast, or the dance, or the song of mirth 
Though their hearts were once with ours : 

Though they sat with us by the night-fire's 
blaze, 

And bent with us the bow ; 
And heard the tales of our father's days. 

Which are told to others now. 

But tell us, thou bird of the solemn strain ! 

Can those who have loved, forget ? 
We call — and they answer not again — 

Do they love — do they love us yet? 



92 80H00L-B00M POETBY. 

Doth the warrior think of his hrother there, 

And the father of his child ? 
And the chief of those who were wont to share 

His wanderings through the wild ? 

We call them far through the silent night, 
And they speak not from cave or hill ; 

"We know, thou bird ! that their land is bright. 
But say, do they love there still ? 



THE CHUECHYARD. 

FIRST VOICE. 

How frightful the grave ! how deserted and 

drear. 
With the howls of the storm- wind — the creaks 

of the bier, 
And the white bones all clattering together. 

SECOND VOICE. 

How peaceful the grave ! its quiet how deep ; 
Its zephyrs breathe calmly, and soft is its sleep, 
And flow'rets perfume it with ether. 

PIBST VOICE. 

There riots the blood-crested worm on the dead, 
And the yellow skull serves the foul toad for a 
bed, 
And /S22ake3 in its nettle- weeds hiss. 
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SECOND VOICE, 

How lovely, how lone, the repose of the tomh! 
"No tempests are there, hut the nightingales 
come 
And sing their sweet chorus of hliss ! 

FIRST VOICE. 

The ravens of night flap their wings o'er the 

grave, 
'Tis the vulture's abode — 'tis the wolf's dreary 

cave, 
"Where they tear up the earth with their 

fangs. 

SECOND VOICE. 

There the coney at evening disports with his 

love. 
Or rests on the sod — while the turtles above 
Eepose on the bough that overhangs. 

FIRST VOICE. 

There darkness and dampness, with poisonous 

breath 
And loathsome decay fill the dwelling of death; 
The trees are all barren and bare! 

SECOND VOICE. 

soft are the breezes that play round the tomb. 
And sweet with the violets wafted perfume. 
With lilies and jessamine fair. 
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FIB8T VOICE. 

The pilgrim who reaches the valley of tears, 
Would fain hurry by, and with trembling and 
fears, 
He is launched on the wreck-corer'd river. 

SECOND VOICE. 

The traveller, outworn with life's pilgrimage 

dreary, 
Lays down his rude staff like one that is weary, 
And sweetly reposes for ever ! 



THE DECEASED INFANT. 

Beatttititl baby ! art thou sleeping 
Ne'er to unclose that beaming eye ? 

Deaf to the voice of a mother's weeping, 
All unmoved by a father's sigh ? 

' Mother ! loved mother ! I am not sleeping ; 

Father ! look up to the soft blue sky, 
Where the glittering stars their watch are 
keeping, 

Singing and shining there am I. 

' Warm was the tender breast that bore me, 
'Twas sweet my mother to rest with thee ; 

But I was chosen, thou must restore me 
To the Saviour's bosom — He bled for me. 
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' I lingered below 'till almost discerning 
My father's Toice, and my mother's smile ; 

Love 8 infant lesson my heart was learning, 
Bat my spirit was called to heaven the while. 

' My brothers ! my heart wonld soon have 
grown fonder, 

When gazing on each young smiling face, 
But I go to those others who, sparkling yonder. 

Waited for me in that beauteous place. 

' Oh ! many a lonely hour of weeping 
Thou hast passed by their forsaken bed; 

But, mother, UoXitp, they are not sleeping — 
They linger not with the silent dead. 

' Could I shew thee my brother and sister's 
dwelling, 
Could I sing thee the songs they are singing 
here. 
Could I tell thee the tales that we are telling, 
Oh, where, my mother, will be thy tear ? 

* For we on glorious wings are sailing, 
Where rainbow tents surround the throne — 

And while bright seraphs their eyes are veiling 
We see the face of the Holy One, 

' And we, when heaven's high arch rejoices. 
With thundering notes of raptured praise. 

We, thine otcn hdbeSy with loud sweet voices. 
The frequent hallelujah raise. 
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' And we, oh, we ! are closely pressing 
Where stands the Lamb for sinners slain ; 

Hark ! glory, honor, power, and blessing ! 
Away ! we are caUed to swell the strain. 

' Mother 1 loved mother, we are not sleeping ; 

Father, look up, where the bright stars be ; 
Where all the planets their watch are keeping, 

Singing and shining there are we.' 



TO THE IVY. 



Oh ! how would fancy crown with thee 

In ancient days the God of wine, 
And bid thee at the banquet be 

Companion of the vine ? 
Thy home, wild plant, is where each sound 

Of revelry hath long been o'er, 
Where song's full notes once peal'd around, 

But now are heard no more. 

The Roman on the battle plains, 

Where kings before his eagles bent. 
Entwined thee with exulting strains 

Around the victor's tent. 
Yet there, tho' fresh in glossy green, 

Triumphantly thy boughs may wave, 
Better thou lov'st the silent scene 

Around the victor's grave : 
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Where sleep the sons of ages flown, 

The bards and heroes of the past, 
Where through the halls of glory gone, 

Murmurs the wintry blast. 
Where years are hastening to efface 

Each record of the grand and fair. 
Thou, in thy solitary grace, 

Wreath of the tomb, art there. 

Thou o'er the shrine of fallen gods 

On classic plains dost mantling spread, 
And veil the desolate abodes. 

And cities of the dead. 
Deserted palaces of kings, 

Arches of triumph long overthrown, 
And all once glorious earthly things. 

At length are thine alone. 

Oh ! many a temple once sublime 

Beneath the blue Italian sky. 
With nought of beauty left by time. 

Save thy wild tapestry. 
And reared midst clouds and crags 'tis thine 

To wave where banners waved of yore, 
On mould'ring towers by lovely Ehine, 

Cresting the rocky shore. 

High &om the fields of air look down 
Those eyries of a banished race. 

Homes of the mighty, whose renown 
Hath passed, and left no trace ; 
9 



98 SCHOOL- BOOM POETRY. 

But thou art there, thy foliage bright, 
Unchanged the mountain storm can brave, 

Thou that will climb the loftiest height, 
And deck the humblest grave. 

The breathing forms of Parian stone, 

That rise round grandeur's marble halls, 
The vivid hues of painting thrown 

Rich o'er the flowing walls ; 
The acanthus on Corinthian fanes, 

In sculptured beauty waving fair — 
These perish all, and what remains, 

Thou, thou alone, art there, 

'Tis still the same, where'er we tread. 

The wrecks of human power we see, 
The marvels of all ages fled. 

Left to decay, and thee. 
And still let man his fabrics rear, 

August in beauty, grace, and strengih ; 
Days pass, thou ivy never sear, 

And all is thine at length. 



GIFTS. 



Gifts are the beads of memory's rosary. 
Whereon she reckons kind remembrances 
Of Mends, and old affections ! 
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TO A CITY PIGEON. 

Shim. 

Stoop to my window, my beaatiful dove ! 
Thy daily visits hath touched my love ! 
I watch thy coming, and list thy note 
That stirs so low in thy mellow throat, 

And my joy is high, 
To catch the glance of thy gentle eye. 

"Why dost thou sit on the heated eaves. 
And forsake the wood with its freshened leaves? 
"Why dost thou haunt the sultry street, 
When the paths of the forest are cool and sweet ? 

How canst thou bear 
This noise of people — ^this breezeless air ? 

Thou, alone, of the feathered race 
Dost look unscared on the human face ; 
Thou, alone, with a wing to flee, 
Dost love with man in his haunts to be ; 

And the ' gentle dove ' 
Has become a name for trust and love 

A holy gift is thine, sweet bird ! 
Thou 'rt named with childhood's earliest word ; 
Thou 'rt linked with all that is fresh and wild 
In the prisoned thoughts of the city child — 

And thy even wings 
Are its brightest image of moyia^ t.\iVTi'^« 
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It is no light chance. Thoa art set apart 
Wisely by Him who tamed thy heart, 
To stir the love for the bright and fair, 
That else were sealed in the crowded air — 

I sometimes dream 
Angelic rays from thy pinions stream. 

Come then, ever, when daylight leaves 
The page I read, to my humble eaves ; 
And wash thy breast in the hollow spout, 
Aud murmur thy low sweet music out — 

I hear and see 
Lessons of heaven, sweet bird, in thee ! 



A BEIDAL SEEENADE. 

"Wilt thou not waken, Bride of May, 

While the flow'rs are fresh, and the sweet 

bells chime ? 
Listen, and learn from my roundelay 
How dl Life's pilot boats sail'd, one day, 

A match with Time. 

Love sat on a lotus- leaf afloat. 
And saw old Time in his loaded boat; 
Slowly he crossed Life's narrow tide. 
While Love sat clapping his wings, and cried 

' Who will pass Time ? ' 
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Patience came first ; but soon was gone, 
"With helm and sail to help Time on ; 
Care and grief could not lend an oar, 
And Prudence said, while he staid on the shore, 

*I wait for Time.' 

Hope fiird with flow'rs her cork-tree bark, 
And lighted its helm with a glow-worm's 

spark : 
Then Love, when he saw her bark fly past. 
Said, ' Lingering Time will soon be pass'd — 

* Hope outspeeds Time ! ' 

Wit went nearest Old Time to pass, 
With his diamond oar and boat of glass : 
A feathery dart from his store he drew, 
And shouted, while far and swift it flew, 

' Oh, Mirth kUls Time ! ' 

But Time sent the feathery arrows back ; 
Hope's boat of amaranths miss'd its track ; 
Then Love bad his butterfly pilots move, 
And laughingly said, 'They shall see how Love 

Can conquer Time ! ' 

His gossamer sails he spread with speed — 
But Time has wings when Time has need ; 
Swiftly he cross'd Life's sparkling tide. 
And only Memory staid to chide 

TJnpitying Time ! 
9a 
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Wake and listen, then, Bride of May ! 
Listen, and heed thy minstrePs rhyme ; 
Still for thee some bright hours stay, 
For it was a hand like thine, they say. 

Gave wings to Time. 



LIGHT. 

Fbom the quickened womb of the primal gloom 

The sun rolled black and bare, 
Till I wove him a nest for his Ethiop breast, 

Of the threads of my golden hair ; 
And when the broad tent of the firmament 

Arose on its airy spars, 
I pencilled the hue of its matchless blue. 

And spangled it round with stars. 

I painted the flowers of the Eden bowers. 

And their leaves of living green ; 
And mine were the dyes in the sinless eyes 

Of Eden's virgin queen. 
And when the flend's art on her trustful heart 

Had fastened its mortal spell. 
In the silvery sphere of the first-bom tear 

To the trembling earth I fell. 

"When the waves that burst o*er a world 
accursed 
Their work of wrath had sped, 
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And the ark's lone few — the tried and true, 

Game forth among the dead. 
"With the wondrous charms of my braided beams 

I bade their terrors cease. 
As I wrote on the roll of the storm's dark 
scroll 

God's covenant of peace. 

like a pall at rest on a pulseless breast 

Fight's funeral shadow slept, 
Where shepherd swains on the Bethlehem 
plains 

Their lonely vigils kept, 
When I flashed on their sight the heralds bright 

Of heaven's redeeming plan, 
As they chanted the morn of a Saviour bom — 

Joy, joy, to the outcast, man ! 

Equal favor I shew to the lofty and low, 

On the just and unjust I descend; 
E'en the blind, whose vain spheres roll in 
darkness and tears, 

Peel my smile — ^the blest smile of a friend. 
Nay, the flower of the waste by my love is 
embraced. 

As the rose in the garden of kings ; 
At the chrysalis bier of the worm I appear. 

And lo ! the gay butterfly's wings. 

The desolate mom, like a moumer forlorn, 
Conceals all the pride of her charms. 
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Till I bid tbe bright hours chase the night 
from her bowers, 

And lead the young day to her arms ; 
And when the gay rover seeks eve for his cover. 

And sinks to her balmy repose, 
I wrap their soft rest by the zephyr-famed west. 

In curtains of amber and rose. 

From my sentinel sleep by the night-brooded 
deep 

I gaze with unslumbering eye, 
"Wlien the cynosure star of the mariner. 

Is blotted from the sky : 
And guided by me through the merciless sea, 

Though sped by the hurricane's wing, 
His compassless bark lone, weltering dark. 

To the haven-home safely he brings. 

I waken the flowers in their dew-spangled 
bowers. 
The birds in their chambers of green. 
And mountains and plain glow with beauty 

again. 
As they bask in my matinal sheen. 
Oh ! if such the glad worth of my presence to 
earth, 
Though fitful and fleeting the while, 
What glories must rest on the home of the blest. 
Ever bright with the Deity's smile. 
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GEEMAN EMIGEANTS. 

^nnn i^t formau rf /niinanii /rriligratj. 

I CANNOT leave the busy strand ! 

I gaze upon you standing there. 
And giving to the sailor's hand. 

Tour househofd furniture and wore. 

Men from their shoulders lifting down 
Baskets of bread with careful hand, 

Prepared from German corn and brown, 
Erom the old hearth in Eatherland. 

Black forest maids, with sunburnt faces, 
Slim forms, and neatly braided hair, 

Gome, each within the shallop places, 
Her earthen pitchers all with care. 

These vessels carried oft to fill 

At the familiar village spring ; 
"When by Missouri all is still, 

Visions of home will round them cling. 

The rustic well with stones girt round. 
The low stone wall they bended o'er, 

The hearth upon the family ground, 
The mantelpiece with all its store. — 

All will be dead, when in the west 
These pitchers deck the log-hut lone ; 

Gr when reached down, that some brown guest 
May quench his thirst, and travel on. 
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Tired in the chase, the Cherokees 

Will drink ftom them on hunting ground ; 

"No more from glad grape-gleaning, these 
Shall come with German vine-leayes crowned. 

Why, wanderers, must you leave your land ? 

The Neckenrale has wine and corn ; 
Tall firs in our Black Forest stand ; 

In Spessart sounds the Alper's horn. 

'Mid foreign woods you'll long in vain 
For your paternal mountains green, 

For Deut8chland*s yellow fields of grain. 
And hills of vines with purple sheen. 

The vision of your olden time 

Of all you leave so far hehind. 
Like some old legendary rhyme. 

Will rise in dreams, and haunt your mind. 

The boatman calls — depart in peace, 
God keep you man, and wife, and child ! 

Joy dwell with you, and fast increase 
Tour rice and maize in yonder wild. 



PLEASUEES. 

Sams. 

Pleasubes are like poppies spread — 
You touch the flower, its bloom is shed ; 

Or like the snow-flake on the river, 
A moment seen, then lost for ever. 



SCBOOL-BOOM POET&T. 107 



A PATHEE'S DEEAM. 

Therb was a lovely little flower 

I fondly hoped to rear ; 
I saw it in the matin hour. 

It was expanding here. 
I looked again, my flower was gone, 

I knew it must be dead ; 
I put a robe of sackcloth on, 

Strewed ashes on my head. 
And sat me down to wail and weep, 

That thus my flower had died ; 
And in my sorrow fell asleep : 

There stood one by my side, 
"Who told me of my lovely flower, 

And showed me where it grew 
Beyond the scorching summer's power. 

Where winter never blew ; 
And told me he had taken it 

To that more genial sphere. 
Because in truth it was not flt 

That it should wither here. 
And said it was too sweet a thing 

To bloom on earth for me. 
For waters from a purer spring 

Around its root must be ; 
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And dews which always fall in heayen. 

But never here below, 
Must wash its leaves both mom and even, 

Or it would never grow. 
And it must have a tender care 

And truer love than mine, 
He pointed unto heaven, " and there," 

He said, ' a hand divine 
Shall tend and train thy flower for thee. 

Till it is fully grown ; 
Then come to heaven, and it shall be 

Eternally thine own.' 

And then he went away — my heart 

Was calm and reconciled ; 
But greatly yearning to depart. 

And join my blessed child ; 
And thinking of my happy dream, 

In happy sleep I sung. 
Both joy and grief were in my theme, 

And both were on my tongue ; 
It was not quite a gloomy strain. 

Nor quite a merry glee; 
But a sweet mingling of the twain 

In one deep melody. 

I woke in tears, which soon were dry, 

And knelt me down to pray 
And then I laid my ashes by. 

And flung my weeds away. 
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IF I WEEE A VOICE. 

Ip I were a yoicei a persuasive voice, 
That eoold travel the wide world through, 

I would % on the beams of the morning light, 

And speak to men with a gentle might. 
And tell them to be true. 

rd fly, I'd fly, over land and sea, 

Wherever a human heart might be, 

Telling a tale or singing a song, 

In praise of the right — in blame of the wrong. 

If I were a voice, a consoling voice, 

I'd fly on the wings of the air, 
The homes of sorrow and guilt I*d seek, 
And calm and truthful words I'd speak 

To save them from despair. 
I'd fly, I'd fly o'er the crowded town, 
And deep, like the happy sunlight, down 
Into the hearts of suffering men, 
And teach them to rejoice again. 

If I were a voice, a convincing voice, 

I'd travel with the wind. 
And wherever I saw the nations torn 
By warfare, jealousy, or scorn. 

Or hatred of their kind, 
I'd fly, I'd fly on the thunder crash. 
And into their blinded bosoms flash ; 
JO 



110 BCHOOL-BOOH POETRY. 

And all their evil thoughts subdued, 
rd teach them Christian brotherhood. 

If I were a voice, a pervading voice, 

rd seek the kings of earth ; 
I'd find them alone on their beds at night, 
And whisper words that should guide them 
right — 

Lessons of priceless worth. . 
I'd fly more swift than the swiftest bird, 
And tell them things they never heard — 
Truths which the ages for aye repeat. 
Unknown to the statesmen at their feet. 

If I were a voice, an immortal voice, 

I'd speak to the people's ear ; 
And whenever they shouted * Liberty ! ' 
Without deserving to be free, 

I'd make their error clear. 
I'd fly, I'd fly on the wings of day, 
Eebuking wrong <m my world-wide way. 
And making all the earth rejoice — 
If I were a voice, an immortal voice. 



DISCONTENT. 

Oh ! we are querulous creatures, little less 
Than all things can suffice to make us happy ; 
And little more than nothing, is enough 
To discontent us. 
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AN ITALIAN PEASANT GIRL 

SICTATINa ▲ LOYB LBTTEB TO ONB 07 THB ANCIENT 
80BIBB8 WHO PLY THEIB PA0FE8SI0N AT BOMB. 

< Coke, tbon old, unloving scribe ! 
Thou shalt have a noble bribe — 
Choose it, medal, coin, or gem. 
Topaz ring or coral stem ; 
Take thy pen, and tell my love, 
How to earth and heaven above. 
How to every sainted maid 
I have watched, and wept, and prayed 
O'er him with their wings to stoop 
"Where he steers his bold chaloupo. 
O'er him in the sullen night. 
When the storm is in his might; 
O'er him in the peaceful day 
When the lance and sabre play. 
And the soldier's hour is knoll' d 
Stretched upon the sanguine mould ; 
Now on surge, or now on steed, 
Still to spare, still to speed. 

* Listen, now ! 'tis vain, 'tis vain ! 
What can read the burning brain? 
What can tell the thousand'th part 
Of the agony of heart ? 
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Secrets that the spirit keeps — 
Thoughts on which it wakes and weeps, 
To the mortal ear unknown, 
Kept for night and heaven alone, 

' Old man, tell him of the tale 
Written on my cheek so pale ; 
Wild and often has the tear 
Washed the rose that once was here ; 
Tell him of my heavy sigh, 
Deep as from the lips that die ; 
Of my eye's decaying heam — 
Life departing like a dream ; 
Tell him of my weary day, 
Bid him, oh, do all hut stay ; 
If he would not see my tomh— 
Bid him come, and swiftly come.' 



BIRDS. 

£li;8 C^ink. 

BiBDS — thirds ! ye are beautiful things, 

With your earth-treading feet, and your cloud- 
cleaving wings ; 

Where shall man wander, and where shall he 
dwell, 

BeautiM birds, that ye come not as well ? 

Ye have nests on the mountain all rugged and 
stark, 



i 
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Ye liaye nests in the forest all tangled and dark: 
Ye build and ye brood 'neath the cottager's 

eayes, 
And ye sleep on the sod 'mid the bonnie green 

leaves ; 
Ye hide in the heather, ye lurk in the brake, 
Ye dive in the sweet flags, that shadow the 

lake; 
Ye skim where the stream parts the orchard- 
decked land, 
Ye dance where the foam sweeps the desolate 

strand. 
Beautiful birds ! ye come thickly around. 
When the bud's on the branch, and the snow's 

on the ground ; 
Ye come, when the richest of roses flush out. 
And ye come when the yellow leaf eddies 

about. 

Beautiful birds ! how the schoolboy remembers 
The warblers that chorused his holiday tune, 
The robin that chirped in the frosty Decembers, 
The blackbird that whistled through flower- 
crowned June ; 
That schoolboy remembers his holiday ramble, 
When he pulled every blossom of palm he 

could see ; 
When his finger was raised as he stopped in 

the bramble. 
With * Hark ! there's the cuckoo ; how close 
he must be ! ' 
10 a 
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Beautifal birds ! we've encircled thy names 
With the fairest of fruits and the Eercest of 

flames ; 
We paint war with his eagle, and peace with 

her dove, 
With the red bolt of death and the olive of 

love : 
The fountain of friendship is never complete 
Till ye coo o'er its waters so sparkling and 

sweet ; 
And where is the hand that would dare to 

divide 
EVn Wisdom's grave self from the owl at her 

side? 

Beautiful creatures of freedom and light, 

Oh ! where is the eye that groweth not bright 

As it watches you trimming your soft glossy 

coats, 
Swelling your bosoms and ruffling your throats? 
Oh, I would not ask, as the old ditties sing. 
To be * happy as sand-boy' or * happy as 

king': 
For the joy is more blissful that bids me 

declare 
* I'm as happy as all the wild birds in the air.' 
I will tell them to find me a grave when I die. 
Where no marble will shut out the glorious 

sky ; 
Let them give me a tomb where the daisy will 

bloom^ 
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Where the moon will shine down, and the 
leveret pass hy ; 

Bat be sure there's a tree stretching out high 
and wide, 

Where the linnet, the thrush, and the wood- 
lark may hide ; 

For the truest and purest of requiems heard. 

Is the eloquent hymn of the beautiful bird. 






There is a pleasure in the pathless woods, 
There is a rapture in the lonely shore-^ 
There is society where none intrudes 
By the deep sea, and music in its roar : 
I love not man the less, but nature more. 
From these our interviews, in which I steal 
From all I may be, or have been before, 
To mingle with the universe, and feel 
What I can ne'er express, yet cannot all 
conceal. 

Boll on, thou deep and dark blue ocean, roll ! 
Ten thousand fleets sweep over thee in vain : 
Man marks the earth with ruin — his control 
Stops with the shore : — upon the watery plain 
The wrecks are all thy deed, nor doth remain 
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A shadow of man's ravage, save his own, 
When for a moment, like a drop of rain. 
He sinks into thy depths with bubbling groan, 
Without a grave, unknell'd, uncofBned, and 
unknown. 

His steps are not upon thy paths — thy fields 
Are not a spoil for him — thou dost arise 
And shake him fro m thee : the vile strength 

he wields 
For earth's destruction thou dost all despise, 
Spuming him from thy bosom to the skies. 
And send'st him shivering in thy playful spray. 
And howling to his gods, where haply lies 
His petty hope in some near port or bay. 
And dashest him again to earth: — there let 

him lay. 

The armaments which thunder-strike the walls 
Of rock-built cities, bidding nations quake. 
And monarchs tremble in their capitals ; 
The oak leviathans whose huge ribs make 
Their clay creator the vain title take 
Of Lord of thee, and arbiter of war — 
These are thy toys, and as the snowy flake, 
They melt into thy yeast of waves, which mar 
Alike the Armada's pride or spoils of Trafalgar. 

Thy shores are empires, changed in all save 

thee — 
Assyria, Greece, Eome, Carthage — what are 
they ? 
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Thy waters washed them power while they 

were free, 
And mauy a tyrant since : their shores obey 
The stranger, slave, or savage : their decay 
Has dried up realms to deserts : — ^not so thou ; 
Unchangeable, save to thy wild waves' play — 
Time writes no wrinkle on thine azure brow, 
Such as creation's dawn beheld, thou rollest now. 

Thou glorious mirror, where the Almighty's 

form 
Glasses itself in tempests ; in all time 
Calm or convulsed — in breeze, or gale, or storm, 
Icing the pole, or in the torrid clime 
Dark heaving : — boundless, endless, and sub- 
lime — 
The image of Eternity — the throne 
Of the Invisible ; even from out thy slime, * 
The monsters of the deep are made ; each zone 
Obeys thee : thou go'st forth, dread, fathomless, 
alone. 

And I have loved thee, ocean ! and my joy 
Of youthful sports was on thy breast to be 
Borne like thy bubbles onward : from a boy 
I wanton' d with thy breakers — they to me 
Were a delight ; and if the freshening sea 
Made them a terror — 'twas a pleasing fear ; 
Tor I was, as it were, a child of thee. 
And trusted to thy billows far and near. 
And laid my hand upon thy mane — as I do 
here. 
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My task is done — my song hath ceased — my 

theme 
Has died into an echo ; it is fit 
The spell should hreak of this protracted dream, 
The torch shall be extinguished which hath lit 
My midnight lamp — and what is writ is writ. 
Would it were worthier ! but I am not now 
That which I have been, and my visions flit 
Less palpably before me, and the glow 
Which in my spirit dwelt is fluttering, faint 

and low. 



EXTKACT. 

* 

Yes ! nature is a splendid show, 
Where an attentive mind may hear 
Music in all the winds that blow — 
And see a silent worshipper 
In every flo,wer, on every tree, 
In every vale, on every hill — 
Perceive a choir of melody 
In waving grass, or whispering rill ; 
And catch a soft but solemn sound 
Of worship from the smallest fly. 
The cricket chirping on the ground. 
The trembling leaf that hangs on high. 
Proud, scornful man ! thy soaring wing 
Would hurry towards infiinity, 
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And yet the vilest, meanest thing, 

Is too sublime, too deep, for thee ; 

And all thy vain imagining, 

Lost in the smallest speck we see. 

It must be so ; for He, even He 

Who worlds created, formed the worm ; 

He pours the dew who filled the sea ; 

Breathes from the flower who rules the storm ; 

Him we may worship — not conceive; 

See not, and hear not — but adore : 

Bow in the dust — obey — believe — 

XJtter His name — and know no more. 



BLESSING OF SLEEP. 

Sleep ! gentle sleep ! 
Nature's soft nurse, how have I frighted thee, 
That thou no more wilt weigh my eyelids down 
And steep my senses in forgetfulness ? 
Why rather, sleep, liest thou in smoky cribs 
Upon uneasy pallets stretching thee, 
And hushed with buzzing night-flies to thy 

slumber, 
Than in the perfumed chambers of the great, 
"Under the canopies of costly state, 
And lulled with sounds of sweetest melody ? 
Oh ! thou dull god, why liest thou with the 

vile 
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In loathsome beds, and leav'st the kingly couch ; 
A watch-case, or a common 'larum bell ? 
Wilt thou upon the high and giddy mast 
Seal up the ship-boy's eyes, and rock his brains 
In cradle of the rude, imperious surge ; 
And in the visitation of the winds, 
Who take the ruffian billows by the top. 
Curling their monstrous heads, and hanging 

them 
With deaf'ning clamors in the slippery clouds. 
That with the hurly death itself awakes ? 
Canst thou, oh, partial sleep ! give thy repose 
To the wet sea- boy in an hour so rude, 
And in the calmest and most stillest night. 
With all appliances and means to boot, 
Deny it to a king ? then happy low, lie down, 
Uneasy lies the head that wears a crown ! 



PALESTINE. 

flnin. 

Famed land of the olive, the fig tree, and vine, 
Loved home of the patriarch, fair Palestine ! 
We mourn for thy greatness, departed how 
soon. 
Which erst *mid the nations upbore thee. 
Since the blast of the dreadful and deadly 
simoon 
Saih swept with its pestilence o'er thee. 



SOHOOL-BOOM FOBTBT. 121 

And hath left thee a wilderness dreary and still, 
For the wandering Arab to roam at his will. 

Thy cities which tower'd 'mid the landscape 

to view, 
Once crowded and many, are lonesome and few; 
Desolation and min hath passed in their march 

O'er the scene of thy primitive glory— 
And broken the column and shattered the arch. 

And destroyed each memorial of story ; 
Thy cisterns are useless, thy fountains are dry, 
And the graves of thy princes are bared to the 
sky. 

Can this be the land for which nations of old 
Unsparingly lavished their blood and their 

gold. 
Which fired with ambition the children of 

fame. 
The chivalrous, dauntless Crusaders ? 
The land where the terror-crowned Saladin 

came 
To cope with his country's invaders ? 
Yes, this is the land for which Europe's red 

cross 
Contended so long and so vainly, alas ! 

But 'tis not the warrior's blood crimson sign 

That hallows the land of the fig tree and vine ; 

Kor the deeds of great Eichard and Godfrey, 

howe'er, 
11 
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The wild charms of romance are flung o'er 
them. 
No ! a greater than Eichard or Godfrey was 
there. 
And hallowed the country before them ; 
'TwasHe, who, unmindful of shame or disgrace. 
Trod the winepress alone for earth's reprobate 
race. 



THE NIGHT BEFOEE THE BATTLE 
OF WATERLOO. 

S^nnt. 

Thebb was a sound of revelry by night, 
And Belgiiyoa's capital had gathered then. 
Her beauty and her chivalry, and bright 
The lamps shone o'er fair women and brave 

men; 
A thousand hearts beat happily, and when 
Music arose with its voluptuous swell. 
Soft eyes looked love to eyes which spoke 

again. 
And all went merry as a marriage-bell : 
But hush ! hark ! a deep sound strikes like a 

rising knell ! 

Bid ye not hear it ? no ; 'twas but the wind. 
Or the car rattling o'er the stony street ; 
On with the dance ! let joy be unconfined ; 
No sleep till mom, when youth and pleasure 
meet 
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To chase the glowing hours with flying feet — 
But hark ! the heavy sound breaks in once more, 
As if the clouds its echo would repeat ; 
And nearer, clearer, deadlier than before ! 
Arm ! arm ! it is — ^it is — the cannon's opening 
roar! 

"Within a window'd niche of that high hall 
Sate Brunswick's fated chieftain ; he did hear 
That sound the first amid the festival, 
And caught its tone with Death's prophetic ear: 
And when they smiled because he deemed it 

near, 
His heart more truly knew that peal too well. 
Which stretched his father on a bloody bier, 
And roused the vengeance blood alone can 

quell ! 
He rushed into the fleld, and foremost fighting 

fell. 

Ah ! then and there was hurrying to and fro, 
And gathering tears and tremblings of distress, 
And cheeks all pale, which but an hour ago 
Blushed at the praise of their own loveliness ; 
And there were sudden partings, such as press 
The life from out young hearts, and choking 

sighs 
Which ne'er might be repeated : who could 

guess 
If ever more should meet those mutual eyes. 
Since upon night so sweet such awful morn 

could rise i 
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And there was mountiDg in hot haste : the 

"steed, 
The musterbg squadron, and the clattering car 
Went pouring forward with impetuous speedi 
And swiftly forming in the ranks of war ; 
And the deep thunder peal on peal afar; 
And near, the beat of the alarming drum 
Boused up the soldier ere the morning star ; 
"While thronged the citizens with terror dumb, 
Or whispering with white lips, 'The foe! they 

come ! they come ! ' 

And wild and high the ' Cameron's gathering ' 

rose! 
The war-notes of Locheil which Albyn's hills 
Have heard, and heard too have her Saxon 

foes. 
How in the noon of night that pibroch thrills, 
Savage and shrill! but with the breath 

which fills 
Their mountain-pipe, so fill the mountaineers 
With the fierce native daring which instils 
The stirring memory of a thousand years, 
And Evan's, Donald's fame rings in each clans- 
man's ears ! 

And Ardennes waves above them her green 

leaves, 
Dewy with nature's tear-drops, as they pass 
Grieving, if aught inanimate e'er grieves, 
Oyer the unretuming brave — alas ! 
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Ere eyeningy to be trodden like the grass, 
Which now beneath them, but above shall grow 
In its next yerduroi when this fiery mass 
Of living valor rolling on the foe, 
And burning with high hope, shall moulder 
cold and low. 

Last noon beheld them full of lusty life, 

Last eve in beauty's circle proudly gay. 

The midnight brought the signal sound of 

strife, 
The mom the marshalling in arms — the day 
jBattle's magnificently-stern array! 
The thunder- clouds close o'er it, which when 

rent. 
The earth is covered thick with other clay, 
Which her own clay shall cover, heaped and 

pent — 
Eider and horse — ^fciend, foe — in one red 

burial blent ! 



THE OLD FAMILIAR STRAIN. 

Sing me the old familiar strain 

Which touched my heart in boyhood's years. 
Before its chords were jarred by pain. 

Before its hopes were dimmed by tears. 
11 a 
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Time has fled fast since first I heard 
Its music from those lips of thine ; 

But well rememhered is each word, 
So sing once more, oh Mary mine, 
The old familiar strain. 

Thine eyes have their soft radiance kept 

That won my heart in life's young spring, 
And o'er thy beauty Time hath swept. 

Gently with light and charmed wing. 
Unaltered is thy graceful form, 

Thy trusting heart is still the same, 
Keeping those true affections warm, 

As when before I dreamt of fame, 
You sang me that old strain. 

Yes, sing ! as in those golden hours 

When life, and love, and hope were youn^ 
When fancy strewed our path with flowers — 

Oh sing the strain that then you sung ! 
Your voice may have a sadder tone. 

Than made sweet music in that time. 
Ere grief or trials we had known, 

When first you sang in youthful prime 
That old familiar strain. 

Methinks that on thy placid brow. 

So lightly touched by furrowing years. 

Since first we plighted love's fond vow — 
Thought's graver shadow now appears ; 
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But yet if ia thy very mirth 

Bemembrance of our dead will come, 

Strong ties yet bind thee to the earth — 
So breathe once more within our home 
The old familiar strain. 



THE JOYS OE YOUTH. 

€sqp\iUx. 

The joys of youth, how soon, alas ! 

Their pleasant reign is o'er, 
With childhood's happy days they pass, 

Like them return no more ; 
The frolic and the little jest. 

The laughter loud and gay, 
The thrilling hearts, the hopes that bless' d. 

All, all are passed away. 

Estranged from all we loved, we live 

Through after years of pain. 
Oh ! what is there we would not give 

For childhood's hours again ? 
The friends of youth — that ceaseless band 

Whose hearts seemed light and free. 
Where are they now ? alone I stand 

Where they were wont to be ; 

And others now look coldly on, 

To fill the vacant scene. 
But all the kindred hearts are gone 

They lived — loved— and have been. 
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I hear some stranger's voice repeat 
Some well remembered strain, 

And then — oh I would I then could meet 
The friends of youth again. 

The love of youth — when friends are gone, 

And joys have passed away — 
Like some deep stream still wanders on 

Illumed by virtue's ray ; 
Ko passing grief, no transient care 

Can check its firm career ; 
In youth the hearts that faithful were 

Are still in age sincere. 

'Tis love alone, when all we see 

Breathes misery and pain, 
That brings, though but in Memory, 

The joys of youth again. 



THE THREE SONS. 

I HAVE a son, a little son, a boy just five years 

old, 
With eyes of thoughtful earnestness and mind 

of gentle mould ; 
They tell me that unusual grace in all his 

ways appears. 
That my child is grave and wise of head 

beyond his childish years. 
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I cannot say how this may be ; I know his 

face is fair, 
And yet his chiefest comeliness is his sweet 

and serions air, 
I know his heart is kind and fond, I know he 

loveth me, 
And loyeth, too, his mother dear with grateful 

fervency. 

But that which others most admire is the 

thought that fills his mind, 
The food for grave, inquiring speech he every 

where doth find. 
Strange questions doth he ask of me when 

we together walk. 
He scarcely thinks as children think, or talks 

as children talk ; 
IXoT cares he much for childish play, doats not 

on bat or ball, 
But looks on manhood's ways and works, and 

aptly mimics all. 

His little head is busy still, and oftentimes 

perplexed 
"With thoughts about this world of care, and 

thoughts about the next. 
He kneels at his dear mother's knee^ she 

teacheth him to pray, 
And strange, and sweet, and solemn are the 

words which he will say. 
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Oh ! sbonld my gentle child he spared to man- 
hood's years like me, 

A holier and a wiser man I tmst that he will 
be, 

And when I look into his eyes, and stroke his 
thoughtful brow, 

I dare not think what I should feel were I 
to lose him now. 



I have a son, a second son, a simple child of 

three, 
I'll not declare how bright and fair his little 

features be, 
How silver sweet those tones of his when he 

prattles on my knee ; 
I do not think his light blue eyes are like his 

brother's keen, 
Nor his brow so full of childish thought as 

his hath ever been ; 
But his little heart's a fountain pure of mind 

and tender feeling, 
And his very looks a gleam of light, rich 

depths of love revealing. 



When he walks with me, the country folks 

who pass him in the street, 
Will shout for joy, and bless my boy, he looks 

BO mild and sweet. 
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A playfellow he is to all, and yet with cheerful 

tone, 
Will sing his song of love when left to play 

alone. 
His presence is like sunshine, sent to gladden 

home and hearth. 
To comfort us in aU our griefs, and sweeten all 

o*er mirth ; 
Should he grow up to riper years, God grant 

his heart may prove 
As meet a home for heavenly grace as now for 

earthly love. 
And if beside his grave the tears our aching 

eyes may dim, 
God comfort us for all the love that we may 

lose in him. 



I have a son, a third sweet son, his age I 

cannot tell, 
For they reckon not by months and years 

where he is gone to dwell ; 
To us for fourteen anxious months his infant 

smile was given. 
And then he bade farewell to earth, and went 

to live in heaven. 
I cannot tell what form is his, what looks he 

weareth now, 
Nor guess how bright a glory crowns his 

shining seraph brow, 
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The thoughts that fill his sinless soul, the hliss 

which he doth feel, 
Are numbered with the secret things which 

Qod will not reveal. 

But I know, for God doth tell me this, that 

now he is at rest 
Where other blessed infants be on their 

8ayiour*s loving breast. 
I know his spirit feels no more the weary load 

of flesh, 
Bat his sleep is blest with endless dreams of 

joy for ever fresh. 

I know that we shall meet onr babe, his 

mother dear and I, 
When God himself shall wipe away all tears 

from every eye. 
Whate'er befaUs his brethren twain, his bliss 

can never cease, 
Their lot may here be grief and care, but his 

is certain peace. 

It may be that the tempter's wiles their souls 

from bliss may sever. 
Bat if our own poor faith fail not, he must 

be ours for ever. 
When we think of what our darling is, and 

what we still may be. 
When we muse on that world's perfect bliss 

and ihiB world's misery, 
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When we groan beneath this load of sin, and 

feel this grief and pain. 
Oh ! we'd rather lose our other two than have 

him here again. 



A HEBEEW MELODY. 

Mm. 

On CarmePs brow the wreathy vine 

Had all its honors shed ; 
And o'er the vales of Palestine, 

A sickly paleness spread ; 
When the old seer, by vision led, 

And energy sublime, 
Into that shadowy region sped. 

To muse on distant time. 

He saw the valleys far and wide. 

But sight of joy was none ; 
He looked o'er many a mountain's side. 

But silence reigned alone ; 
Save that a boding voice sung on. 

By wave and waterfall. 
As still in harsh and heavy tone. 

Deep unto deep did call. 

On Kison's strand and Ephratah, 

The hamlets thick did lie ; 
No wayfarer between he saw, 

'No Asherite passed by ! 
12 
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No maiden at her task did ply, 
Nor sportive child wa« seeo : 

The lonely dog barked wearily, . 
Where dwellers once had been; 

Oh ! beauteous were the palaces 

Of Jordan wont to be ; 
And still they glimmered t6 the breeze, 

Like stars beneath the sea ; 
But vultures held their Jubilee, 

Where harp and cymbal rung; 
And there, as if in mockery^ 

The baleful satyr sung. 

But oh ! that prophet's vision'd eye, 

On Carmel that reclined ! 
It looked not on the times gone by, 

But those that were behind : 
His grey hair streamed upon the wind — 

His hands were raised on high — 
As mirrored on his mystic mind, 

Arose ftiturity* 

He saw the feast at Bozrah qvtfad. 

Prepared in ancient day. 
Eastward away the eagle sped. 

And all the birds of prey ; 
'Who's this,' he cried, 'comes by the way 

Of Edom, all divine — 
Travelling in splesi^r, whose array 

Is red, but not' with wine ? ' 
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Blest be the herald of our King, 

That comes to set us j&ee ! 
The dwellers of the rocks shall sing, 

And utter praise to thee ! 
Tabor and Hermon yet shall see 

Their glories glow again, 
And blossoms spring on £eld and tree, 

That ever shall remain. 

The happy child in dragon's way. 

Shall frolic with delight ; 
The lamb shall round the leopard play. 

And all in love unite ! 
The dove on Zion's hill shall light. 

That all the world may see ; 
Hail to the Journeyer in his might. 

That comes to set us free ! ' 



BISHOP HTJBEET. 

S. Sartoa. 

'Tis the hour of even now, 
And witi^meditative brow, 
Seeking truths as yet unknown, 
Bishop Hubert walks alone. 

Pain would he with earnest thought 
Nature's secret laws be taught, 
Learn the destinies of man. 
And creation's wond^ scan. 
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And farther yet from these would trace 
Hidden mysteries of grace, 
Dive into the deepest themci 
Solve redemption's glorious scheme. 

Far he has not roamed, hefore, 
On the solitary shore, 
He has found a little child, 
By his seeming play beguiled. 

In the drifted barren sand, 
It has scooped with baby hand. 
Small recess in which might float 
Sportive fairy's tiny boat. 

From a hollow shell the while. 
See 'tis filling, with a smile, 
Pool as shallow as may be 
With the waters of the sea. 

Hear the smiling bishop ask, 
' What can mean such infant task ? ' 
Mark that infant's answer plain — 
' 'Tis to hold yon mighty main.' 

* Foolish infant,' Hubert cries, 
' Open if thou canst, thy eyes ; 
Can a hollow scooped by thee 
Hope to hold the boundless sea ? ' 

Soon that child on ocean's brim, 
Opes its eyes and turns to him ; 
Well does Hubert read its look, 
Glance of innocent rebuke. 
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While a voice is heard to say, 
' If the pool thus scooped in play 
Cannot hold the mighty sea, 
What must thy researcnes be ? 

' Canst thou hope to make thine own, 
Secrets known to God alone ? 
Can thy faculty confined, 
Compass the Eternal Mind ? ' 

Bishop Hubert turned away — 
He has learnt enough to-day. 



A PSALM OF LIFE. 

WHAT THE UEABT OF THE YOUNG MAN SAID TO TUB 

fSALMIBT. 

Xnngfrlliuit. 

Tell me not in mournful numbers 
Life is but an empty dream ! 

Por the soul is dead that slumbers, 
And things are not what they seem. 

Life is real ! life is earnest ! 

And the grave is not its goal ; 

Dust thou art, to dust retumest. 

Was not spoken of the soul. 
12 a 
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Not enjoyment, and not sorrow, 

Is our destined end pr way ; 
But to act, that eacli to-morrow 

Finds us farther than to-day. 

Art is long, and time is fleeting, 

And our hearts, though stout and brave, 
Still like muffled drums are beating 

Funeral marches to the grave. 

In the world's broad field of battle, 

In the bivouac of life, 
Be not like dumb driven cattle. 

Be a hero in the strife ! 

Trust no Future, however pleasant ! 

Let the dead Past bury its dead ! 
Act — act in the living Present 

Heart within, and GK)d o'erhead. 



Lives of great men all remind us 
"We can make our lives sublime, 

And departing leave behind us 
Footprints on the sands of time. 

Footprints, that perhaps another 
Sailing o*er life's stormy main, 

A forlorn and shipwrecked brother, 
Seeing, shall take heart again. 
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Let US, then, be up and doings 

"With a heart for any fate ; 
Still achieving, still pursuing, 

Learn to labor and to wait. 



THE DYING BOY. 

I KNEW a boy whose infant feet had trod 
Upon the blossoms of some seven springs. 
And when the eighth came round, and called 

him out 
To gambol in the sun, he turned away. 
And sought his chamber to lie down and die. 
'Twas night — he summoned his accustomed 

friends, 
And on this wise bestowed his last bequest : — 

* Mother, I'm dying now — 

There is deep suffocation in my breast. 
As if some heavy hand my bosom prest ; 
And on my brow 

* I feel the cold sweat stand ; 

My lips grow dry and tremulou?, and my breath 
Comes feebly up ; oh ! tell me, is this death ? 
Mother f your hand. 

* Here — lay it on my wrist, 

And place the other thus beneath my head, 
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And say, sweet mother, say, when I am dead. 
Shall I be mis^ ? 

' Never beside your knee 
Shall I kneel down again at night to pray, 
Nor with the morning wake, and sing the lay 
You taught to me. 

' Oh ! at the time of prayer, 
When you look round and see a vacant seat, 
You wiU not wait then for my coming feet, 
You'll miss me there ! 

' Father ! I'm going home, 
To the good home you speak of, that blest land 
Where it is one bright summer always, and 
Storms do not come. 

' I must be happy then ! 
From pain and death you say I shall be free. 
That sickness never enters there, and we 
Shall meet again. 

' Brother ! the little spot 
I used to call my garden, where long hours 
We've stayed to watch the budding things and 
flowers; 

Forget it not. 

* Plant there some box or pine, 
Something that lives in winter, and will be 
A verdant offering to my memory. 
And call it mine* 
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* Sister ! my voung rose tree 

That all the spring has been my pleasant care, 
Just putting forth its leaves so green and fair, 
I give to thee. 

' And when its roses bloom, 
I shall be gone away — ^my short life done ; 
But will you not bestow a single one 
Upon my tomb ? 

* Now mother ! sing that tune 

You sang last night, I'm weary and must sleep ! 
Who was it called my name ? Nay, do not weep ; 
You'll all come soon ! ' 

Morning spread over earth her rosy wings, 
And that meek sufferer, cold and ivory pale, 
Lay on his couch asleep. The gentle air 
Came through the open windows freighted with 
The savory odors of the early spring. 
He breathed it not ! — The laugh of passers by 
Jarred like a discord in some mournful tune, 
But marred not his slumbers — he was dead ! 



LEAVES. 



* * * Leaves, 

That fade and drop into the frozen arms 

Of winter, there to mingle with dead flowers, 

Are all prophetic of out o^nx &.^%:^ % 
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THE SEA SHELL. 

S. JBartitir* 

Hast thou heard of a shell on the margin of 
ocean, 
Whose pearly recesses the echoes «till keep. 
Of the music it caught when, with tremulous 
motion. 
It joined in the concert poured forth hy the 
deep ? 

And fahles have told us when far inland carried, 
To the waste sandy desert, and dark ivied 

cave. 
In its musical chambers some murmurs have 

tarried. 
It learnt long heforeof the wind and the 

wave. 

Oh ! thus should our spirits, which hear many 
a token 
They are not of earth, but are exiles while 
here. 
Preserve in the banishment, pure and unbroken, 
Some sweet treasured notes of their own 
native sphere. 

Though the dark clouds of sin may at times 
hover o'er us. 
And the discords of earth may their melody 
mar, 
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Yet to spirits redeemed some faint notes of that 
chornsy 
Which is bom of the blest; will be brought 
firom afar. 



THE COMMO]^ LOT. 

'Once in the flight of ages past. 

There lived a man, and who was he ? 

Mortal ! howe'er thy lot be oast, 
That man resembleth thee ! 

TJnknown the region of his birth, 

The land in which he lived unknown ; 

His name hath perished from the earth;. 
This truth survives alone : 

That joy, and grief, and hope and fowr, 
Alternate triumphed in his breast ; 

His bliss and woe, a smile, a tear ! 
Oblivion hides the rest. 

The bounding pulse, the languid limb, 
The changing spirit's rise and fall, 

"We know that these were felt by him, 
Tor these are felt by all. 

He suffered — but his pangs are o'er ; 

Enjoyed — ^but his delights are fled ; 
Had friends — ^his friends are now no more ; 

And foes — his foes are dead. 



144 SOHOOL-BOOH FOSTBT. 

He loved— but whom lie loved, tlie grave 
Hath lost in its unconBcious womb ; 

Oh ! she was Mr, but nought would save 
Her beauty from the tomb. 

The rolling seasons, day and night- 
Sun, moon, and stars, the earth and main, 

Erewhile his portion, life, and light, 
To him exist in vain. 

He saw — ^whatever thou hast «een. 
Encountered all that troubles thee ; 

He was — whatever thou hast been : 
He is — what thou shalt be ! 

The clouds and sunbeams o'er his eye. 
That once their shade and glory threw. 

Have left in yonder silent sky, 
^0 vestige where they flew. 

The annals of the human race, 
Their ruins since the world began, 

Of him afford no other trace. 
Than this — th:q:bb lived a kan. 



FOETUNE. 

There is a tide in the affairs of men. 
Which taken at the flood leads on to fortune ; 
Omitted, all the voyage of their life 
Js bound in shallows and in miseries. 
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THE STAR OP BETHLEHEM:. 

When marshalled on the nightly plain, 

The glittering host hestrid the sky ; 
One star alone of all the train, 

Can fix the sinner's wandering eye : 
Hark ! hark ! to God the chorus hreaks, 

From every host, from every gem, 
But one alone the Saviour speaks — 

It is the star of Betjxlehem ! 



Once on the raging seas I rod( 

The storm was loud, the night was dark ; 
The ocean yawned, and rudely blowed 

The wind that tossed my foundering bark : 
Deep horror then my vitals froze, 

Death-struck — I ceased the tide to stem. 
When suddenly a star arose — 

It was the star of Bethlehem ! 

It was my guide, my light, my all ; 

It bade my dark forebodings cease ; 
And through the storm, and dangers thrall. 

It led me to the port of peace : 
Now safely moored, my perils o'er, 

I'll sing, first in night's diadem — 
For ever and for evermore — 

The star — the star of B^lla\ftWBi\ 
13 ' 
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TBGE MYRTLE. 

Dark green, and gemm'd with flowers of snow, 
"With close uncrowded branches spread, 

Not proudly high nor meanly low, 
A graceful myrtle raised its head. 

Its mantle of unwithering leaf, 
Seemed, in my contemplative mood. 

Like silent joy or patient grie^ 
The symbol of pore quietude. 

,Still life, methought, is thine, fair tree ! 

Then plucked a sprig, and while I mused. 
With idle hands unconsciously. 

The delicate small foliage bruised. 

Odors, by my rude touch set free. 
Escaped from all their secret cells; 

Quick Hfe, I cried, is thine, fair tree ! 
In thee a soul of fragrance dwells, 

Which outrage, wrongs, nor death destroy ! 

These wake its sweetness from repose : 
Ah ! could I thus heaven's gifts employ, 

Worth seen, worth hidden, thus disclose ! 

In health with unpretending grace, 
In wealth with meekness and with fear, 

Through every season wear one face, 
And be in truth what I appear — 
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Then should af9iction's chastening rod 
Bruise my frail frame or break my heart, 

Life, a sweet sacrifice to God, 
Outbreathed like incense, would depart. 

The Captain of salvation thus, 
When as a lamb to slaughter led, 

"Was by the Father's will for us, 
Himself through suffering perfected. 



BIRDS IN SUMMER. 

1S.a^ Sanritt. 

How pleasant the life of a bird must be, 
Flitting about in each leafy tree; 
In the leafy trees so broad and tall, 
Like a green and beautiful palace hall, 
With its airy chambers light and boon. 
That open to sun and stars and moon^ 
That open unto the bright blue sky, 
And the frolicsome winds as they wander by. 

They have left their nests in the forest 

bough; 
Those homes of delight they need not now : 
And the young and the old they wander out, 
And traverse the green world tf^'^osA ^&wsv^\ 
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And liark ! at the top of this leafy hall. 
How one to the other they loyinglj call : 
' Come op, come np ! ' they seem to say, 
'Where the topmost twigs in the breezes 
sway/ 

* Come np, come np ! for the world is fair, 
'Where the merry leaves dance in the 

summer air I ' 
And the birds below give back the cry, 

* We come, we come to the branches high ! ' 
How pleasant the life of a bird mnst be, 
Flitting about in a leafy tree ; 

And away through the air what joy to go, 
And to look on the bright green earth below. 

How pleasant the life of a bird must be, 
Skimming about on the breezy sea, 
Cresting the billows like silvery foam, 
And then wheeling away to its cliff-built 

home. 
What joy it must be to sail, upborne 
By a strong free wing, through the rosy morn. 
To meet the young sun face to face. 
And pierce like a shaft; the boundless space ! 

How pleasant the life of a bird must be, 
Wherever it listeth, there to flee ; 
To go where a joyful fancy calls. 
Dashing down 'mong the waterfalls, 
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len wheeling about with its mates at play, 
bove and below, and among the spray, 
ither and thither, with screams as wild, 
3 the laughing mirth of a rosy child ! 

"hat joy it must be, like a living breeze, 
> flutter about 'mong the flowering trees ; 
ghtly to soar, and to see beneath 
le wastes of the blossoming purple heath, 
ad the yellow furze like fields of gold, 
lat gladdeu some fairy regions old ! 
1 mountain tops, on the billowy sea, 
1 the leafy stems of the forest tree, 
ow pleasant the life of a bird must be ! 



COME, LIVE WITH ME, ETg. 

aierlnm.— 1603. 

»Hs, live with me and be my love, 
id we will all the pleasures prove, 
lat hills and valleys, dale and field, 
id all the craggy mountains yield. 

lere will we sit upon the rocks^ 
id see the shepherds feed their flocks, 
r shallow rivers, to whose falls 
slodious birds sing madrigals. 
13a 
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There will I make thee beds of roses 
With a thousand fragrant posies ; 
A cap of flowers and a kirde 
Embroidered all with leaves of myrtle. 

A gown made of the finest wool, 
Which from our pretty lambs we pull ; 
Slippers lined choicely from the cold, 
With buckles of the purest gold. 

A belt of straw and ivy buds, 
With coral clasps, and amber studs ; 
And if these pleasures may thee move, 
Then live with me and be my love. 

The shepherd swains shall dance and sing 
For thy delight each May morning, 
If these delights thy mind may move, 
Then live with me and be my love. 



THE SONG OF THE SEA SHELL. 

I CAME from the ocean, a billow passed o'er 
me, 
And covered with sea weed and glistening 
with foam. 
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I fell on the strand, and a stranger soon bore me 
To deck the gay halls of his far distant home. 

Encompassed by exquisite myrtles and roses. 
Still, still in the deep I am pining to be, 

And the low voice within me my feeling 
discloses. 
And evermore murmurs the sound of the sea. 

Since I left the blue deep I am ever regretting, 

And mingled with men in the regions above, 

I have known them, the ties they once 

cherished forgetting, 

Oft trust to new friendship and cling to new 

love. 

Oh ! is it so hard to preserve true devotion ? 
Let mortals who doubt seek a lesson from 
me, 
I am bound by mysterious ties to the ocean, 
And no language is mine but the sound of 
the sea. 



THE DEOP OF DEW. 

Inirrem Msxatll 

See how the orient dew. 
Shed from the bosom of the morn, 

Into the blowing roses, ' 
Yet careless of its mansion new, 
For the dear region 'vjV^^t^'X.'^^^Vs^:^^ 
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Bound in itself encloses ; 
And in its little globe's extent 
Frames as it can its native element. 
How it the purple flower does slight ; 

Scarce touching where it lies, 

But gazing back upon the skiesi 
Shines with a mournful light, 

Like its own tear. 
Because so long divided from the sphere, 
Bestless it rolls and insecure, 
Trembling lest it grow impure, 
Till the warm sun pities its pain 
And to the skies exhales it back again. 



THE CLOUD. 

I BRING fresh showers for the thirsting flowers 

From the seas and the streams; 
I bear light shade for the leaves when laid 

In their noon-day dreams. 
From my wings are shaken the dews that 
waken 

The sweet buds every one, 
When rocked to rest on their mother's breast, 

As she dances about the sun. 
I wield the flail of the lashing hail, 

And whiten the green plains under ; 
And then again I dissolve it in rain, 

And laugh as I pass in thunder. 
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I sift the snow on the mountains below, 

And their great pines groan aghast ; 
And all the night 'tis my pillow white 

While I sleep in the arms of the blast. 
Sublime on the towers of my skiey bowers 

Lightning, my pilot, sits ; 
In a cavern under is fettered the thunder, 

It struggles and howls at fits ; 
Over earth and ocean, with gentle motion, 

This pilot is guiding me, 
Lured by the love of the genii that move 

In the depths of the purple sea ; 
Over the rills and the crags and the hills. 

Over the lakes and the plains. 
Wherever he dream, under mountain or 
stream 

The spirit he loves remains ; 
And I all the while bask in Heaven's blue 
smile. 

While he is dissolving in rains. 

The sanguine sunrise with his meteor eyes, 

And his burning plumes outspread. 
Leaps on the back of my sailing rack 

When the morning star shines dead ; 
As on the jag of a mountain crag, 

Which an earthquake rocks and swings 
An eagle alit, one moment may sit 

In the light of its golden wings. 
And when sunset may breathe from the lit sea 
beneath 
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Its ardors of rest and of love, 
And the crimson pall of eve may fall 

From the depth of heaven above, 
With wings folded I rest on mine airy nest 

As still as a brooding dove. 

That orbed maiden, with white fire laden, 

Whom mortals call the moon. 
Glides glimmering o'er my fleece-like floor 

By the midnight breezes strewn ; 
And wherever the beat of her unseen feet^ 

Which only the angels hear. 
May have broken the woof of my tent's thin 
roof 

The stars peep behind her and peer ; 
And I laugh to see them whirl and flee 

Like a swarm of golden bjes, 
When I widen the rent in my wind-built tent. 

Tin the calm rivers, lakes, and seas. 
Like strips of the sky, fallen through me on 
high, 

Are each paved with the moon and these. 

I bind the siin's throne with a burning zone. 

And the moon's with a girdle of pearl ; 
The volcanoes are dim, and the stars reel and 
swim, 

When the whirlwinds my banner unfurl. 
From cape to cape, with a bridge-like shape, 

Over a torrent sea, 
Sunbeam-proof, I hang like a roof, 

ThemountamB its columns be. 
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The triumphal arch through which I march, 

With hurricane, fire, and snow, 
When the powers of the air are chained to my 
chair, 

Is the million-colored bow ; 
The sphere fire above its soft colors wove 

While the moist earth was laughing below. 

I am the daughter of the earth and water, 

And the nursliug of the sky; 
I pass through the pores of the ocean and 
shores ; 

I change, but I cannot die. 
For after the rain, when with never a stain 

The pavilion of heaven is bare, 
And the winds and the sunbeams, with, their 
convex gleams. 

Build up the blue dome of air — 
I silently laugh at my own cenotaph. 

And out of the caverns of rain, 
Like a child from the womb, like a ghost from 
the tomb, 

I arise and unbuild it again. 



THE EMIGRANTS- 

inixtm 3HamU. 

Whebb the remote Bermudas ride. 
In ocean's bosom unespied, 
Erom a small boat that rowed along 
The listening winda i^^^Vn^ ^\% 5iKi^%' 
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' What should we do but sing His praise 
That led us through the watery maze. 
Unto an isle so long unknown, 
And yet far kinder than our own ? 

* Where He the huge sea monsters rocks 
That lift the deep upon their backs ; 
He lands us on a grassy stage, 

Safe from the storm and billows' rage. 

' Hie gives us this eternal spring, 
"Which here enamels every thing ; 
And sends the fowls to us in care, 
In daily visits through the air. 

' He hangs in shades the orange bright, 
Like golden lamps in a green night, 
And does in the pomegranate close 
Jewels more rich than Ormus shows. 

* He makes the figs our mouth to meet, 
And throws the melons at our feet ; 
With cedars chosen by his hand 
From Lebanon, He stores the land. 

' He cast— of which we rather boast — 
The gospel's pearl upon our coast, 
And in these rocks for us did frame 
A temple where to sound His name. 

' Oh ! let our voice His praise exalt. 
Till it arrive at Heaven's* vault, 
Which thence perhaps resounding may 
Echo beyond the Mexique bay.' 



SCHOOL-BOOM POETKT. 157 

Thus sang they in the Eaglish boat, 
A holy and a cheerful note ; 
And all the way to guide their chime, 
With falling oars they kept the time. 



VIRTUE. 



SwBET day! so cool, so calm, so bright. 

The bridal of the earth and sky ; 
The dews shall weep thy fall to-night, 

For thou must die. 

Sweet rose ! whose hue, angry and brave, 

Bids the rash gazer wipe his eye ; 
Thy root is ever in its grave, 

Tor thou must die. 

Sweet spring ! fuU of sweet days and roses, 

A box where sweets compacted lie ; 
Thy music shows ye have your closes, 

And all must die. 

Only a sweet and virtuous soul. 

Like seasoned timber, never gives; 
But though the whole world turns to coal, 

Then chiefly lives. 



14 
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RECOLLECTIONS. 

ftm t^ itmm of fminx^ JBsttpnm. 

I LONG to see once more before I die 
The fields in whicli I wandered when a child, 
Where all the happy dreams of opening life 

^ound me hovered. 

The rill with banks of violets that flowed 
Among the alders which my father planted. 
Would give me greater pleasure than the sight 

Of classic rivers. 

And that low hill, crowned with a linden tree, 
Where round and round with hands together 

clasped, 
I and my playmates ran, would tell me more 

Than Alpine mountains. 



THE PIC-NIC FROM LTIISE. 

ftm t^ Stmm of 9o^sns Smnr^ 9m. 

Then spake the mother, full of care and 

bustle, 
'Hans, bring the kettle; here we'll light the 

fire 
Where the cool wind will drive the smoke away. 
Where shall we sit? Here, under this old beech. 
This good old family tree, whose rind is marked 
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With all our names ! How large the letters 

grow ! 
This moss about the roots is like a pillow : 
Pleasantly sounds the plashing of the lake. 
Now, children, gather wood to boil the kettle ; 
Who would have pleasure must have trouble 

too; 
" He that would be a fish must not fear water ! " 
I know a fountain pure, and sweet, and cold ; 
Around its brink, they say the fairies dance, 
Thence I will draw the water. Prom this day 
We'll give it a new name— XuM^'t 8j^ng! ' 



LAND BIED AT SEA. 

^(igiitriteii. 

BiBD of the land ! what dost thou here ? 

Lone wanderer o'er a trackless bound. 
With nought but frowning skies above, 

And wild unfathomed seas around. 

Amid the shrouds, with panting breast 
And drooping head, I see thee stand ; 

While pleased the hardy sailor climbs. 
To clasp thee in his roughened hand. 

Say, didst thou follow, league on league, 
O'er pointed mast, thine only guide, 

When but a fleeting speck it seemed 
On the broad boaom. oC \»\:a \x^\ 
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Amid Newfoundland's misty bank, 
Hadst thou a nest of nurslings fair ? 

Or com'st thou from New England's vales ? 
Speak, speak! what tidings dost thou bear ? 

What news from native land and home, 
Light carrier o'er the threatening tide ; 

Hast thou no folded scroll of loye. 
Pressed closely to thy panting side ? 

A bird of genius art thou ? say ! 

"With impulse high thy spirit stirr'd, 
Some region unexplored to gain, 

And soar above the common herd? 

Burns in thy breast some kindling spark, 
Like that which fired the glowing mind 

Of the adventurous Genoese, 
An undiscovered world to find ? 

Whate'er thou art, how sad thy fate, 
"With wasted strength the goal to spy. 

Cling feebly to thd flapping sail. 
And at a stranger's feet to die ! 

For thee the widowed mate shall gaze 
From leafy chamber curtained fair. 

And wailing lays at evening's close, 
Lament thy loss in deep despair. 

E'en thus o'er life's unresting tide, 
Chill'd by the billows' beating spray. 

Some adventitious prize to gain, 
Ambition's votaries urge their way! 
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Some eyrie on the Alpine cliff, 

Some proud Mount Biano they fain would 
cUmb; 
Snatch wreaths of laurel steep' d in gore^ 

Or win. from fame a strain sublime. 

They lose of home the heartfelt joys, 
The charm of seasons as they roll. 

And stake amid their blinding course 
The priceless birthright of the soul. 

Years fleet, and still they struggle on, 
Their dim eye rolls with fading flre. 

Perchance the long-sought treasure grasp, 
And in the victory expire. 



TO BLOSSOMS. 

Taie pledges of a fruitful tree, 
Why do ye fall so fast ? 
Your date is not so past, 
But you may stay yet here awhile 
To blush and gently smile, 
And go at last. 

"What, were ye born to be 

An hour or halfs delight, 
And so to bid good ni^ht? 
14 a 
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Moeljr to sLov texxt vosdi, 
Andlofie yoa q[iiite. 

Bat joa are lordr lemTcs, wliere we 
Maj read how socn things here 
Their end, thoogh ne'er so farsre ; 

And after ther hare shown their pride. 

Like jon, awhile they gHde 
Into the grare. 



THE UXXET. 

The BODgs of nature, holiest, hest are they ! 
The Bad winds sighing thro' the leafy trees. 
The lone lake's mnrnmrs to the moantain 
hreeze; 
The streams' soft whispers, as they fondly stray 
Through dingles wild, and oyer flowery lea. 
Are sweetly holy ; but the purest hymn, 
A melody like some old prophet lay — 

Is thine poured forth from hedge and thicket 
dim, 

Linnet — ^wild linnet! 

The poor, the scorned and lowly, forth may go 
Into the woods and dells where leaves are 

green 
And 'mong the breathing forest flowers may 
lean, 
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And hear thy music wandering to and fro, 
Like sunshine glancing o'er the summer scene. 
Thou, poor man's songster — neither wealth 
nor power ! 
Can match the sweetness thou around dost 
throw ; 
Oh, hless thee for the joy of many an hour ! 

Linnet — wild linnet ! 

In somhre forest, gray and melancholy, 
Yet sweet withal, and full of loye and peace, 
And 'mid the furze, wrapped in a golden 
fleece 
or blossoms, and in hedge-rows green and lowly. 
On thy my banks, where wild-bees never cease 
Their murmur-song, thou hast thy home of 
love ; 
Like some lone hermit far from sin and folly, 
'Tis thine through forest fragrances to rove, 

Linnet — wild linnet ! 

Some humble heart is sore and sick with grief, 

And straight thou comest with thy gentle 
song, 

To wile the sufferer from his hate or wrong, 
By bringing nature's love to his relief. 

Thou charmest by the sick child's window 
long. 

Till racking pain itself be wooed to sleep ; 
And when away have vanished flower and leaf 

Thy lonely wailing voice for thexsLdsAJoL-^^ss^^ 
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G jd nw how mach of woe^ and griel^ and 



Ifan's £Milt5 and folliea oo the earth would 

make. 
And the sweet singer for hia CEeatiira*a aake^ 
He sent to warble wildly eTeiywhen» 

And by thy roice onr sonls to loTe fo wake. 
Ob, blessed wandering spirit ! unto thee 
Pure hearts are knit as unto things too fair. 
And good and beaatifnl of earth to be. 

Linnet — wild linnet ! 



PKECEPTS OF FLOWEBS. 
im. 

Flowess of the field, how meet ye seem 

Man's frailty to portray. 
Blooming so fair in morning's beam. 

Passing at eve away ; 
Teach this, and oh ! though brief your reign, 
Sweet flowers, ye shall not live in yain. 

Go, form a monitory wreath 

For youth's unthinking brow. 
Go, and to busy mankind breathe 

What most he fears to know ; 
Qo, strew the path where age doth tread. 
And teU him of the silent dead. 
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But whilst to thoughtless ones and gay 

Ye breathe these truths severe, 
To those who droop in pale decay, 

Have ye no words of cheer ? 
Oh yes ! ye weave a double spell, 
And death and life betoken well. 

Go then, where, wrapt in fear and gloom. 
Fond hearts and true are sighing, 

And deck with emblematic bloom 
The pillow of the dying ; 

And softly speak, nor speak in vain. 

Of the long sleep and broken chain. 

And say that He who from the dust *" 

EecaJls the slumbering flower, 
"Will surely visit those who trust 

His mercy and His power ; 
Will mark where sleep their peaceful clay 
And roll e'er loDg the stone away. 



THE POOK MAIS' SPEAKETH ABOUT 

TBEES. 

/mm Wmsi liq a Ijirm Msu. 

How pleasant the waving trees. 

The oak, the ash, the birch ; 
How beautiful the old yew seems 

That grows beside the churchy 
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And those tall liDden trees, whose boughs 

Bring shadows o'er the dead. 
Making a gloomy canopy 

Over their cold low bed. 

The firs that crown the lofty hills 

Like giants in their pride; 
Or like a darkling thunder cloud, 

At even on their side; 
yes ! they seem to me to point 

Upwards, and mock the skies ; 
So high their dark plumes wave in air, 

So high their spears arise. 

Ihe alder tree grows near some stream, 

And the yellow willow slender, 
O'er which the large palm throws his arms 

As if he would defend her. 
The silky catkins oft we took 

Delighted from the twig, 
In childish days and climbed for them, 

The trees to us so big. 

"We filled our little pockets full, 

"We loved such pretty things ; 
Oh, childhood ever flees away. 

Fast on its golden wings. 
And then the fruitful alder tree 

Of whose small juicy berry, 
The country people make sweet wine, 

To drink and to be merry. 
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I love the shady sycamore 

With its leaves so large and round. 
That lie in doll November hoars 

Thick-spotted on the ground. 
And then the trees in some large wood 

Far from the noise of towns, 
Wearing in autumn time their leaves, 

Like variegated crowns. 

The hazel in the hedge and copse. 

The holly in the glen, 
They beautify this home below. 

Given by God to men. 
Oh ! grant me places where the trees 

Are scattered thickly round ; 
Where woods are mixed with waterfalls, 

And rocks rise from the ground. 

Trees are the things that children love. 

And men delight to see ; 
And they bring a thousand memories 

Of bygone days to me. 



• » 



THE VILLAGE FUNERAL. 

inn. 

It was a lonely hamlet where the trees 
Waved in green beauty o'er the whitewashed 
cot; 
Deepening the shade as the light summer breeze 
Clustered the boughs, so beams of sua cbxda 
not; 
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Beneath smiled eottage flowers — 'midst alia 

brook 
Ban hurrying off to a sequestered nook ; 
Then bursting forth beside a rose-wreath'd 

grot, 
Mirror*d its beauties — ^for to it were given 
To mix the flowers of earth and clouds of 

heayen. 

All seemed enchantment in the flowery dell. 

Yet all was solemn silence — no glad thrill 
Of children's voices, breathing forth the speU 

Of hope and early life — all, all was still; 
And yet 'twas summer's bright unclouded 

noon, 
When May's pale flowers gave place to those 
of June ; 
'Midst which the roving bee ranged forth at 
will; 
At intervals was heard the cuckoo's tone, 
By mimic schoolboy gaily made his own. 

Lo ! on the ear peal'd forth another sound. 
And slow and time-pac'd came the funeral 
tread. 
And one, the bier with fresh-blown roses 
crown'd, 
As though pale silk waved o'er the youthful 
dead ; 
Yot ill did the dark pall accord with flowers. 
And the bright sun of June's unclouded hours ; 
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Whilst heavy sighs proclaii^ed all joy was 
fled 
From him, the childless father, who gazed on 
Scenes, which brought memories of the loved 
and gone. 

There the green oak in civil triumph bore 

The torn remains of the once favorite kite ; 
And the rose-tree displayed a beauteous store 
Of rosy flowers, which budding, joy'd the 
sight; 
And sideways spread a mound of unmown 

grass, 
O'er which such bounding feet were used to 
pass : 
All these seem'd shrouded in eternal night, 
Since from their view the father could but 

borrow 
Thoughts of past joy, to deepen present sorrow. 

The bell ceased tolling — and the solemn tread 
Of slow receding footsteps died away, 

Till all was gloom, for thinking on the dead, 
The village children had forgot their play ; 

They missed their loved companion — he who'd 
chase 

Their fleetest footsteps oft, and win the race ; 
Sadness and silence mark'd the weary day ; 

E'en mothers fearfully looked on the bloom 

Of their loved boys — and thought upon the 

tomb. 
15 
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THE TWIN SISTERS. 

I SAW them first one summer's day 
"Within their father's bowers, 

WreathiDg each other's auburn locks 
With fragrant leaves and flowers; 

They wefe too frail and beautiful 
For this dark world of ours. 

Twin sisters were they, having each 

The same rich auburn hair, 
The same bright eyes and coral lips, 

And gay smiles lurking there, 
The same slight form and silent voice ; 

They were a lovely pair. 

Two stars in the calm depths of heaven, 

Might well resemble them, 
Two snow-white lambs upon the lea, 

Two rose-buds on one stem, 
Two pure and precious jewels set 

In the same diadem. 

They were together night and day 
Through all their early years ; 

Had the same fancies, feelings, thoughts, 
Joys, sorrows, hopes, and fears ; 

They had a fellowship of smiles, 
A fellowship of tears. 
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If one were gay, through both their hearts 

1 he tide of rapture rushed ; 
If one were sad, the voice of joy 

In both their hearts was hushed ; 
Yea, all their hearts and sympathies 

From the same fountain gushed. 

They had no separate interests, 

Affecting one alone, 
To them distrust ajid selfishness 

Were utterly unknown. 
Their hearts were two sweet instrumentift 

Alike in every tone. 

I saw them furst one summer's day, 

They were but six years old, 
"Wreathing each others hair with flowers. 

Crimson and blue and gold, 
And finding in their hues and sweets 

A store of wealth untold. 

And then in childish waywardness 

They left their flowers to die, 
And round and round the garden chased 

A gorgeous butterfly. 
Oh ! what a happy shout they raised 

When it soared into the sky. 

And then they talked of future days, 
And then they checked their pace. 

And spake in low and earnest tones, 
And with an earnest face^ 
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Until another butterfly 

Becalled them to the chase. 

At length they set them down to rest 

In a bower of cypress trees. 
And placed a pretty story book 

Before them on their knees, 
And they road an old sad melody, 

And their hearts were ill at ease. 

And sadness settled like a cloud 
Where smiles were wont to brood, 

And within bright and laughing eyes 
The tears of pity stood, 

And they looked in each others face and said, 
* Poor children in the wood.' 

They were happy all the summer day, 

And happier far at night, 
"When they knelt to say their evening prayers 

"With spirits pure and bright, 
And the father and mother kissed their babes, 

It was a blessed sight. 

The morrow I was far away, 

Musing with many fears, 
How those sweet creatures would be changed 

In ten or twenty years, 
And I thought about their sweet good night, 

Till my heart was moved to tears. 
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ON YICISSITUBE. 

Now the golden mom aloft 

Waves her dew bespangled wing 
With yermeil cheek, and whisper soft, 

She woos the tardy spring ; 
Till April starts, and calls around 
The sleeping fragrance of the ground, 
And lightly o'er the living scene 
Scatters her freshest, tenderest green. 

New-horn flocks, in rustic dance, 

Frisking, ply their nimble feet ; 
Forgetful of their wintry trance. 

The birds his presence greet ; 
But chief the sky-lark warbles high 
His trembling, thrilling ecstacy ; 
And lessening from the dazzled sight, 
Melts into air and liquid light. 

Yesterday the sullen year 

Saw the snowy whirlwind fly ; 
Mute was the music of the air. 

The herd stood drooping by ; 
Their raptures now, that wildly flow, 
No yesterday nor morrow know ; 
Tis man alone, that joy descries 
With forward and reverted eyes. 
16 a 
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Smiles on past misfortune's brow, 
Soft reflection's band can trace. 
And o'er the cbeek of sorrow tbrow 

A melancboly grace. 
Wbile bope prolongs our bappier bour ; 
Or deepest shades, that dimly lour 
And blacken round our weary way, 
Gilds with a gleam of distant day. 

Still, where rosy pleasure leads, 

See a kindred grief pursue ; 
Behind the steps that misery treads. 

Approaching comfort view : 
The lines of bliss more brightly glow. 
Chastised by sabler tints of woe ; 
And blended, form with artful strife, 
The strength and harmony of life. 

See the wretch that long has toss'd 

On the thorny bed of pain, 
At length repair his vigor lost. 

And breathe, and walk again ; 
The meanest flow'ret of the vale. 
The simplest note that swells the gale. 
The common sun, the air, the skies. 
To him are opening Paradise. 



r 
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HYMJSr OF THE TURKISH CHILDREN. 

[A recent traveller in Turkey describes an interesting 
ceremony witnessed by her, performed at a time of excessive 
drought. ' At dusk, the village children, walking two and 
two, and each carrying a bunch of flowers, drew near the 
cistern in their turn, and sang, to one of the thrilling melodies 
of the country, a hymn of supplication.'] 

Allah ! Father ! hear us ; 

Our souls are faint and weak : 
A cloud is on our mother's brow, 

A tear upon her cheek ; 
We fain would chase that cloud away, 

And stay that sadd'ning tear ; 
For this it is to-night we pray — 

Allah ! Father ! hear ! 

We seek the cooling fountain, 

Alas ! we seek in vain ; 
The cloud that crowns the mountain 

Melts not away in rain ; 
The stream is shrunk which thro' our plain 

Once glided bright and clear ; 
Oh ! ope the secret springs again — 

Allah! Father! hear! 

We bring thee flowers, sweet flowers. 

All withered in their prime ; 
"No moisture glistens on their leaves; 

They sickened ere their time* 
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And we like them shall pass away. 

Ere wintry days are near. 
Should' st thou not hear us when we pray, 

Allah ! Father hear ! 



AILEEN ARTORE'S EPITAPtt. 

(WBTTTEN BT HEB8ELF.) 

inn. 

Hbsb in a little caye, 
The prettiest nook of this most grassy yald. 

All amid lilies pale, 
That turn 
Their heads into my little vault, and mourn, 

Stranger, I have made my graye. 

I am not all forgot : 
A small hoarse stream murmurs close by my 
pillow. 

And o'er me a green willow 
Doth weep. 
Still questioning the air, ' Why doth she sleep. 
The girl, in this cold spot ? ' 

Even the very winds 
Come to my cave and sigh ; they often bring 

Rose-leaves upon their wing 
To strew 
O'er my earth, and leaves of violet blue ; 

In sooth, leaves of all kinds. 
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Presh in my mossy bed, — 
The frequent pity of the rock falls here — 

A sweet, cold, silent tear. 
I've heard, 
Sometime, a melancholy bird 

Warble at my grave head. 

Bead this small tablet o'er, 
That holds my epitaph upon its cheek of pearl — 

* Here lies a simple girl, 
"Who died. 
Like a pale flower nipt in its sweet spring tide, 

Ere it had bloomed.' Ko more ! 



A EEGEET FOR CHILDHOOD. 

inn. 

It is not that our earlier Heaven 

Escapes its April showers ; 
Or that to Childhood's heart is given 

"No snake amidst the flowers. 
Ah ! twined with grief 
Each brightest leaf 

That's wreathed us by the hours ! 
Young though we be, the past may sting. 

The present feed its sorrow : 
But hope shines bright on every tkv&.% 
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That waits us with the morrow. 

Like sun-lit glades, 

The dimmest shades 
Some rosy beam can borrow. 

It is not that our later years 

Of cares are woven wholly ; 
But smiles less swiftly chase the tears. 
And wounds are healed more slowly ; 
And memory's vow 
To lost ones now 
Makes joys too bright, unholy. 
And ever fled the Iris bow 

That smiled when clouds were o'er us ; 
If storms should burst, uncheered we go, 
A drearier waste before us — 
And with the toys 
Of childish joys, 
We've broke the staff that bore us. 



YIOLETS. 

SLwL 



Hehe are 'jewels of earth ' from the wild 

wooded glade, 
Oh ! who doth not love them, dear gems of the 

shade. 
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They are fair as thQ pe^rl, as the amethyst 
bright, 

How rich is their darkness, how pure is their 
light ! 

The breeze swept this morn by their shaded 
retreat, 

And loaded bis wings with their delicate sweet. 

He told, as he passed me, with ecstacy swelling. 

Of the spoil he had found in the violet's dwell- 
ing. 

I sought where the hazel's light banners were 

streaming. 
And the bank of the birch tree with silver was 

gleaming ; 
Where the oak his broad branches so widely 

was spreading, 
Whose mazes the dark - colored ivy was 

threading — 

And there, 'neath their shadoWy the flowers 

were sleeping. 
On a bank where the green moss was silently 

creeping ; 
And I found that the wild bee before me was 

come. 
For beauty and sweets to the violet's home. 
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FAITH. 

JL t. flskm. 

A swaujOw in the spring 
Came to our granary, and *neath the eaves 
Essayed to build her nest, and there did bring 

Wet earth, and straw, and leaTes. 

Day after day she toiled 
With patient art, but ere her work was orown'd, 
Some sad mishap the tiny fabric spoil'd. 

And dashed it to the ground. 

She found the ruin wrought ; 
Tet not cast down, forth from her place she flew. 
And with her mate fresh earth and grasses 
brought 

And built her nest anew. 

But scarcely had she placed 
The last soft feather on its ample floor. 
When wicked hands, or chance again laid waste. 

And wrought the ruin o'er ; 

But still her heart she kept. 
And toird again; and last night, hearing calls, 
I look'd, and lo ! three little swallows slept 

Within the earlh-made walls. 

What truth is here, man ! 
Ilath hope been smitten in its earliest dawn ? 
Have clouds overcast thy purpose, trust or plan ? 

Have faith, and struggle on ! 
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IT IS NOT iXWAYS MAY. 

Thb son is bright, the air is clear, 
The dartiDg swallows soar and siBg, 

And from the stately elms I hear 
The blue bird prophesying spring. 

So blue yon winding river flows, 
It seems an outlet irom the sky, 

Where waiting till the west wind blows, 
The freighted clouds at anchor lie. 

All things are new — the buds, the leaves, 
That gild the elm-trees nodding cresf;, 

And even the nest beneath the eaves ; — 
There are no birds in last year's nest. 

All things rejoice in youth and love, 
The fulness of their first delight ; 

And learn from the soft heavens above 
The melting teudelrness of night. 

Maiden, that read'st this simple rhyme, 
Enjoy thy youth, it will not stay ; 

Enjoy the fragrance of thy prime, 
Eor ! it is not always May. 

Enjoy the spring of love and youth, 
To some good angel leave the rest, 

Eor time will teach thee soon the truth, 
There are no birds in last year's nest. 
16 
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SPEAK GENTLY. 

Speak gently ! it is better far 

To rule by love than fear.; 
Speak gently ! let not harsh words mar 

The good we might do liere. 

Speak gently ! Love doth whisper low 
The vows that true hearts bind, 

And gently friendship's accents floW"— 
Affection's voice is kind. 

Speak gently to the little child 1 

Its love be sure to gain ; 
Teach it in accents soft and mild 

It may not long remain. 

Speak gently to the youngs for they 

Will have enough to bear, 
Pass through this life as best they may, 

'Tis full of anxious care. 

Speak gently to the aged one^ 
Grieve not the care-worn heart ; 

The sands of life are nearly run : 
Let such in peace depart. 

Speak gently, kindly to the poor, 
Let no harsh tone be heard ; 

They have enough they mmt endure, 
"Without an unkind word. 
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Speak gently to the erring— know 
They must have toiled in vain : 

Perchance unkindness made them so : 
Oh ! win them hack again. 

Speak gently ! He who gave his life 

To hend man's stubhom will, 
When elements were in fierce strife, 

Said to them, ' Feaee / be still.' 

Speak gently ! — 'tis a little thing, 
Dropp'd in the heart's deep well ; 

The good, the joy which it may bring 
Eternity shall tell. 



LIFE'S LIKEiraSSES. 

iun. 

Life is — what ? 
It is the shooting of a star 
That gleams along the trackless air. 
And vanishes almost ere seen, to nought. 

And such is man ; 
He shines and glitters for a span, 

And is forgot. 

Life is — what ? 
It is the vermeil of the rose 
That blooms but till the bleak wind blows ; 
Then all combined with sweets doth fade and rot. 
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And such is man ; 
He struts in braverj for a span 
And is forgot. 

Life is — what ? 
It is the dew drop of the mOrli 
That glistening hangs upon the thorn. 
Till quaffed by sunbeams it flies e'«B horn 
thought : 

And such is man ; 
He's steeped in sorrow for a dpa&i 
And is fbrgot. 

Life is — what ? 
A stone whose fall doth circles make 
On the smooth surface of a lake. 
Which spread till one and all forsake the spot : 

And such is man ; 
He's steeped in sorrow for a span, 

And is forgot. 

Life is — 'what ? 
It is a bubble in the main, 
Caused by a little globe of rai&» 
Whose fall destroys the fabric he has wrought : 

And such is man ; 
Swelled into being for a span, 

And is forgot. 

Life is — what ? 
A shapow on a mountain side 
A cloud that does on other ride, 
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Driven by the northern gale with tempests 
fraught : 

And such is man ; 
He hangs on greatness for a span. 
And is forgot. 

Life is — what ? 
It is the sound of cannon near 
That strikes upon the star tled> ear, 
And ceases e'er we can distinguish aught : 

And such is man ; 
He frights and blusters for a span. 

And is forgot. 

Life is — what ? 
It is the swallow's sojournment, 
"Which, ere green summer's robe is rent, 
Plies to some distant bourne by instinct taught : 

And such is man ; 
He rents his dwelling for a span. 

And is forgot. 

And is this life? 
Oh yes, and had I time to tell, 
A thousand shapes more transient still ; 
But while I speak, fate whets his slaughterous 
knife : 

And this is man ; 
While reckoning o'er life's little span, - 
Death ends the strife, 
it) a 



186 scHooi-BoMc povnnr. 

THE SILENT VOICK 

It speaks to us, it teaches H8 — a mystery- 
tone! 

Wo feel there is a silent Toioe that -tpeaks to 
us alone : 

We cannot pass a blade of grass unheeded liy 
the way. 

For it whispers to our liiooghts, and we the 
silent voice obey. 

We climb the rugged mountain steep^ we yiew 
the distant scene. 

Around, afar, beneath, the fields where Labor^s 
sons have been ; 

No hum of human voice is there ; and yet can 
wc depart, 

And hear not there the silent voice that whis- 
pers to the heart ? 

We wander in the valleys, or we thread tho 

mazy wood. 
Amid the giant oaks that time 4ind tempest^ftvd 

withstood ; 
The silent voice is speaking there in every leaf 

and bough. 
The voice that spoke in ages past, that speaks 
prophetic now. 
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We view the Heaven's broad expanse; the 
cloudless realms afar 

Are eloquent ; we hear a voice in every shining 
star; 

And sweetly falls that silent voioe whick 
speaks of Hope and Love, 

Like gentle dews upon the heart £rom. Hea- 
ven's full urn above. 

The voiceless flowers have each a tone that 

through Creation rings, 
The silent brools a pleasant song that still of 

Nature sings ; 
The light and shade — -the passing years — ^the 

seasons, as they roll — 
Mysterious are their voices, but tliey sinik into 

the soul. 

We turn toward the glowing East, we mark 

the fading West ; 
The silent voice still speaks to xis, in labor or 

in rest. 
Along the mighty ocean borne, upon the flow'r- 

clad sod, 
That sound unceasing speaks to us — that silent 

Voice is God ! 
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HOHENLINDEN. 

On Linden, when the sun was low, 
All bloodless lay the untrodden snow. 
And dark as winter was the flow 

Of Iser, rolling rapidly. 

But Linden saw another sight, 

When the drum beat at dead of night, 

Commanding fires of death to light 

The dai'kness of her scenery. . 

By torch and trumpet fast array'd, 
Each horseman drew his battle blade, 
And furious every charger neigh' d. 

To join the dreadful revelry. 

Then shook the hills, with thunder iriven, 
Then rushed the steed, to battle driven ; 
And louder than the bolts of heaven 

Far flashed the red artillery. 

But redder yet that light shall glow, 
On Linden's hills of stained snow; 
And bloodier yet the torrent flow 
Of Iser rolling rapidly. 

'Tis morn ! — but scarce yon level sun. 
Can pierce the war-clouds, rolling dun, 
Where furious Frank and fiery Hun 

Shout in their sulphurous canopy 
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The combat deepens ! On, ye brare ! 
"Who rush to glory or the grare ! 
Wave, Munich, all thy bannerB ware^ 

And chaige with all thy ehiralry. 

Few ! few, shall part where many meet, 
The snow shall be their winding sheet, 
And every turf beneath their feet 

Shall be a soldier'fl sepulchre. 



MELBsOSE. 

^alt«: iM. 



If thou would'st view fair Melrose aright. 

Go, visit it hj the pale moonlight. 

For the gay beams of lightsome daj. 

Gild but to flout the ruins grey. 

When the brol^en arches are black in night, 

And each shafted oriel glimmers white^ 

When the cold light's uncertain shower 

Streams ofi the ruined oentral tower-* 

When buttress and buttress alternately 

Seemed framed ctf ebon and ivory— 

When silver edges the imagery 

And the scrolls that teach thee to live and die. 

When distant Tweed is heard to rave, 

Afid the owlet bootsio'^r ttve^ead man's ^ve-^ 
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Then go— but go alone the while- 
Then view St. David's mined pile. 
And home returning soothly swear. 
Was never scene so sad and fsdr. 



VILLAGE BELLS. 

Thebe's a charming sound on the morning air, 
It comes from the white church nestling there— 
Kestling amid the tall pine trees, 
Looking the shrine of holy peace. 
Why do the sweet bells merrily ring ? 
See ye not bright eyes glistening, 
And a lovely form, in robes of white, 
Blushing and smiling, 'twixt fear and delight ? 
'Tis a wedding train that is passing in prid^ 
Chime, sweet bells ! for that beauteous bride. 

They are ringing again, and in their sound 
Triumph and glory are scattered around ; 
What mean the banners that float on the wind ? 
What mean the wreaths that these bright hel- 
mets bind ? 
Whose are the troop that in warlike array 
Sweep down the valley, their homage to pay 
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At the altar of Him who alone can break 
The bands of the foe, and tbe conqueror make ! 
Victory ! Victory ! — battles are done, 
Eing out, sweet bells, for the triumph is won I 

Again they are ringing in calmer peal, 
Yet dearer and sweeter those notes we feel ; 
'Tis the sabbath mom, and the humble and 

proud 
Together are thronging, in mingled crowd ; 
Some from the valley, and some from the hall, 
All are obeying one general call ; 
Coming from many a differing abode, 
Yet all approaching the house of God. 

There's their sound again — but it's not Hie 

same 
As once on that summer morning came ; 
'Tis not the sound that swelled along 
When every lip was a triumphing song. 
Oh strange ! in that low and solemn sound, 
We are told that another his rest hath found ; 
Oh strange ! that man will rejoice o'er strifci 
And hail with mirth each scene of life ; 
Yet give but a doleful strain to say. 
Our brother is taken from evil away I 
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THE OPEN WINDOW. 

The old honse by the lindens 

Stood silent in the shade. 
And on the graverd pathway. 

The light and shadow played. 

I saw the nursery windows 

Wide open to the air; 
But the faces of the children, 

They were no longer there. 

The large Newfoundland house-dog 
Was standing by the door ; 

He looked for his little playmates 
Who would return no more. 

They walked not under the lindens, 
They played not in the hall ; 

But shadow, and silence, and sadness 
Were hanging over all. 

The birds sang in the branches. 
With sweet familiar tone ; 

But the voices of the children 
Will be heard in dreams alone. 

And the boy that walked beside me, 
He could not understand 

Why closer in mine, ah ! closer, 
I pressed his warm, soft hand. 
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THE PLOWER OF LOVE. 

Thebe is a fair, frail thing df earth, 

A flower of radiant bloom, 
Yet morning sunbeam sees its birth— 

The evening star its tomb. 
It flings its wreath o'er lady's bower, 

O'er mountain, vale, and grove ; 
It is, it is the Passion flower 

Of man's inconstant love. 

There is a flower not passing fair, 

That boasta no sunny bloom, 
Ye would not tell the floweret there 

Save from its rich perfume. 
Yet 'tis earth's loveliest, richest dower, 

Would you its virtue prove ? 
It is, it is the Lily flower 

Of woman's constant love. 

There blooms a flower, yet not of earth. 

Can healing balsam shed 
O'er the crushed hopes, and withering dearth 

By human passion spread. 
It blossoms yet in mortal bower. 

Would ye its virtue prove ? 
It is the Amaranthine flower 

Of Heaven-directed love. 

17 
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EXCELSIOB! 

The shades of night were £dliiig fast. 
As through an Alpine Tillage passed 
A yonth, who bore, 'mid snow and ice^ 
A banner, with the strange device. 

Excelsior! 

His brow was sad ; his eye beneath 
Flashed like a fanlchion from its sheath. 
And like a silver clarion mng, 
The accents of that unknown tongue. 

Excelsior ! 

In happy homes he saw the light 
Of household fires gleam warm and bright ; 
Above, the spectral glaciers shone, 
And from his lips escaped a groan, 

Excelsior ! 

* Try not the Pass,' the old man said, 
' Dark lowers the tempest overhead, 
The roaring torrent is deep and wide ! ' 
And loud that clarion voice replied, 

Excelsior ! 

' stay ! * the maiden said, ' and rest 
Thy weary head upon this breast ! 
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A tear stood in his bright blue eye, 
But still he answered with a sigh, 

Excelsior ! 

* Beware the pine-tree's withered branch, 
Beware the awful avalanche ! ' 
This was the peasant*s last good night ; 
A voice replied, far up the height, 

Excelsior ! 

At break of day, as heavenward 
The pious monks of St. Bernard 
Uttered the oft-repeated prayer, 
A voice cried through the startled air, 

Excelsior ! 

A traveller by the faithful hound. 
Half buried in the snow was found. 
Still grasping in his hand of ice. 
That banner with the strange device,* 

Excelsior ! 

There in the twilight cold and gray, 
Lifeless, but beautiful, he lay. 
And from the sky, serene and far, 
A voice fell, like a falling star, 

Excelsior ! 
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THE WANDEEING STABS. 

9. 6. €ax}puUx. 

FIBST YOICS. 

We are two wandering stars ; we come 

From the sphere that gave us birth. 
To know if the flowers are beautiful 

That dwell on the clay-cold earth, 
"We have been to the dells where the violets grow 

And the early flowers spring; 
Oh, rich are the gems in this world below. 

You have many a lovely thing. 

SECOND VOICE. 

We come from the realms of love and light. 

But there's nought in that world of ours, 
That dazzles and shines more fair and bright 

Than a wreath of the earth's wild flowers ; 
Then sigh not, children of mortal mould, 

For the joys you cannot know, 
While the beautiful earth is crowned with 
flowers, 

To gladden your path below. 

BOTH VOICES. 

We are two wandering stars ; we go 

To tho realm that gave us birth, 
But our eyes shall rest on the flowers below. 

The stars of the lovely earth. 
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GOD AND HEAVEN. 

Cmnriitg. 

TnR silver cord in twain is snapped, 

The golden bowl is broken, 
The mortal mould in darkness wrapped, 

The words funereal spoken ; 
The tomb is built, or the rock is cleft, 

Or delved is the grassy clod ; 
And what for mourning man is left — 

what is left^but God? 

The tears are shed that mourned the dead, 

The flowers they wore are faded ; 
The twilight dun hath veiled the sun, 

And hope's sweet dreaming shaded ; 
And the thoughts of joy that were planted deep, 

Prom our heart of hearts are riven ; 
And what is left us when we weep^ 

what is left — ^but Heaven ? 



THE LAST TREE OP THE POREST. 

Whisper, thou tree, thou lonely tree, 

One where a thousand stood ; 
Well might proud tales be told of thee, 

Last of the solemn wood ! 

17a 
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Dwells there no voice amidst thy bouglu^ 

With leaves so darkly green ? 
Silence is round, and noontide glows ; 

Tell us what thou hast seen r 

' I've seen the forest shadows lie 

Where now men reap the coniy 
I have seen the kingly chase ride by. 

Through the deep glades at mom. 

' With the glance of many a gallant spear. 

And the wave of many a plume, 
And the bounding of a hundred deer, 

It has lit the woodland's gloom. 

' I have seen the knight and his train ride past, 

With his banner borne on high; 
O'er all my leaves there was brightness cast 

From his gleaming panoply. 

' The pilgrim at my feet hath laid. 
His palm branch 'mid the flowers. 

And told his beads, and meekly prayed. 
Kneeling at Vesper hours. 

* And the merry men of wild and glen. 

In the green array they wore, 
Ilave feasted here, with the red wine's cheer, 

^nd tho hunter songs of yore. 
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* And the minstrel, resting in my shade, 

Hath made the forest ring 
"With the lordly tales of the high crusade, 
Once loved by chief and king. 

* But now the noble forms are gone ; 

That walked the earth of old, 
The soft wind hath a mournful tone. 
The sunny light looks cold. ~ 

* There is no glory left us now 

Like the glory with the dead ; 
I would that where they slumber low 
My latest leaves were shed.' 

Oh ! thou dark tree, thou lonely tree. 

Thou mournest for the past ; 
A pealiant^s home in thy shade I see, 

Embowered from every blast. 

A lovely and a mirthful sound 

Of laughter meets my ear; 
The poor man's children sport around. 

On the turf, and nought to fear. 

And the village bells are on the breeze 

That stirs thy leaf, dark tree : 
How can I mourn, 'midst things like these, 

For the stormy past with thee ? 
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BESIGNATION. 

Iwnfftlltm. 

Thebe is no flock, however watched and tended, 

But one dead lamb is there ; 
There is no fireside, howsoe'er defended. 

But has one vacant chair. 

The air is full of farewells to the dying. 

And mournings for the dead, 
The heart of Eachel, for her children crying, 

"Will not be comforted. 

Let us be patient ! these severe afflictions 

IS'ot from the ground arise. 
But oftentimes celestial benedictionB 

Assume this dark disguise. 

• 

We see but dimly through the mists and vapors 

Amid these earthly damps ; 
What seem to us but dim funereal tapers 

May bo heaven's distant lamps. 

Thrbe is ISO death; what seems so, is transition, 

This life of mortal breath 
Is but a suburb of the life Elysian, 

"Whose portals we call death. 

She is not dead — the child of our affection — 

But gone into that school, 
Where she no longer needs our poor protection. 

And Christ himself doth rule. 
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In that great cloister's stillness and seclusion, 

By guardian angels led, 
Safe from temptation, safe from sin's pollution, 

She lives — whom we call dead. 

Day after day, we think what she is doing 

In those bright realms of air, 
Year after year her tender steps pursuing. 

Behold her grown more fair. 

And though at times, impetuous with emotion, 

And anguish long suppressed, 
The swellingheart heaves moaninglike the ocean 

That cannot be at rest. 

We will be patient ! and assuage the feeling 

We cannot wholly stay. 
By silence sanctifying, not concealing. 

The grief that must have way. 



THE FALLING LEAF. 

As the light leaf whose fall to ruin bears 
Some trembling insect's little world of cares. 
Descends in silence, while around waves on 
The mighty forest, reckless what is gone! 
Such is man's doom — and ere an hour be flown 
Beflect, thou trifler, such may be thine own. 
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THE THREE HOMES. 

Isan. 

* Where is thy home ?' I asked a child. 

Who, in the morning air, 
Was twining flowers, most sweet and wild. 
In garlands for her hair. 

* My home/ the happy child replied. 

And smiled in childish glee, 
' Is on the sunny mountain side, 

Where soft winds wander free.' 
Oh ! hlessings fall on artless youth, 

And all its rosy hours, 
When every word is joy and truth, 

And treasures live in flowers. 



* Where is thy home ? * I asked of one 

Who bent with flushing face, 
To hear a warrior's tender lore 

In the wild woods' secret place. 
She spoke not, but her varying cheek 

The tale might well impart. 
The home of that young spirit meek 

Was in a kindred heart. 
Ah ! souls that well might soar above, 

To earth will fondly cling, 
And build their hopes on human love. 

That light and fragile thing. 
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' Where is thy home, thou lonely man ? ' 

I asked a pilgrim grey, 
Who came with furrowed hrow, and wan, 

Slow, musing on his way ; 
He paused, and with a solemn mien, 

Upturned his holy eyes, 
' The land I seek thou ne'er hast seen. 

My home is in the skies.' 
Oh, blest, thrice blest ! the heart must be, 

To whom such thoughts are given, 
That walks from worldly fetters free. 

Its only home in Heaven. 



FORESTS. 

inn. 

Than a tree, a grander child earth bears not ! 

What are the boasted palaces of man. 

Imperial city, or triumphal arch. 

To forests of immeasurable extent. 

Which time con&ms, which centuries waste 

not? 
Oaks gather strength for ages, and when at 

last 
They wane — so beauteous in decrepitude ! 
So grand in weakness ! e'en in their decay 
So venerable ! 'twere sacrilege to escape 
The consecrating touch of time ! 



SONG OF THE WINTEK I 

eiifi <iik. 

Wbit a luppy life wta mine, when 

beams used to Bhine, 
Like golden threads about my snmmi 
When my warp and woof of green. L 

ofligbt between, 
Jost to dry the dew that lingeiM 

root. 
What troopa of friends I had, when 

waa richly clad, 
When I waa £air 'mid fairest things ol 
Good company came round, and I 

rougher sound 
Than childhood's laugh in bold an< 

mirth. 

The old man sat him down to note m; 

And rest beneath my branches t 

bright; 
The squirrel on the spraj kept swingi 

day, 
And the song birds chattered to m' 

the night. 
The dreaming poet laid his soft ha 

And sung my beauly, chorused by th 



r ^ 
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The village maiden came, to read her own dear 

name 
Carved on my bark, and bless the broad green 

tree. 
The merry music breathed while the bounding 

dancers wreathed 
In mazy windings round my giant stem ; 
And the joyous words they poured, as they trod 

the chequered sward, 
Told the green tree was a worshipped thing by 

them. 

Oh, what troops of friends I had, to make my 
strong heart glad ; 

What kind ones answered to my rustling 
call! 

I was hailed with smiling praise in the glow- 
ing summer days. 

And the beautiful green tree was loved by 
all. 

But the bleak wind has swept by, and the grey 
cloud dimmed the sky. 

My latest leaf has left my inmost bough ; 

I creak in grating tones, like the skeleton's 
bleached bones, 

And not a footstep seeks the old tree now. 

I stand at morning's dawn, the cheerless and 
forlorn ; 

The sunset comes and finds me still alone ; 
18 
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The mates who shared my bloom hare left me 

me in my gloom. 
Birds, poet, dancers, children — all, are gone. 

The hearts that turned this way when I stood 

in fine array, 
Forsake me now as though I ceased to be : 
I win no painter's gaze, I hear no minstrel's 

lays, 
The very nest falls from the leafless tree. 

But the kind and merry train will be sure to 

come again, 
With love and smiles as ready as of yore ; 
I must only wait to wear my robe so rich and 

fair. 
And they will throng as they have thronged 

before. 

Oh! ye who dwell in pride, with parasites 

beside. 
Only lose your summer green leaves, and ye'll 

see 
That the courtly friends will change into 

things all cold and strange 
And forget ye as they do the winter tree. 
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FESTAL DAYS. 

SLun. 

Oh ! the coming of these festal days acts on 

me as a spell, 
EemindiDg me of days and hours remembered 

all too well, 
When, with dear ones at my side, and hearts 

all love and truth. 
We sat beside that happy hearth, amid the 

sports of youth. 

On the morning of these festal days, what if 

the wind was drear ? 
Who minds the storm on Christmas day ? It 

comes but once a year : 
A warm and heartfelt greeting awaits our 

journey's end, 
And each one on the other looks, as meeteth 

child and friend. 

Oh ye pleasant festal days ! let me linger and 

record 
The sweet and bright young faces all around 

that ample board ; 
But my eye is filled with tears, and my heart 

is full of pain. 
For these blessed happy Christmas days, they 

ne'er can come again. 
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The loving circle round tlie hearth, 'tis smaller 

than of old ; 
There are vacant places round the hoard, fond 

hearts are growing cold. 
Of happy faces, some are gone ; the spofler has 

been there ; 
Oh, these festal days are dimmed with grief, 

they are not what they were. 

But there will be a festal day when time shall 

be no more, 
"When we shall meet onr loved and lost on 

Jordan's waveless shore ; 
"No storms shall rage, no tempests low'r, bat 

skies serene and fair. 
On that bright day, that glorious morn, oh, 

may we all meet there. 



FRIENDSHIP. 



Fkiendship is love from all its dross refin'd. 
The chaste enjoyment of the immortal mind. 
This gift divine, the Power Supreme bestows. 
To aid our J9ys, and dissipate our woes; 
To make the cheerful hours of life more gay. 
And drive the melancholy shades away. 
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THE DEATH OF THE FLOWERS. 

Sqant. 

Thb melancholy days are come, the saddest of 
the year, 

Of wailing winds and naked woods and mea- 
dows brown and sear. 

Heaped in the hollows of the grove, the with- 
ered leaves lie dead ; 

They rustle to the eddying gust and to the 
rabbit*8 tread. 

The robin and the wren are flown, and from 
the shrubs the jay, 

And from the wood top calls the crow through 
all the gloomy day. 

Where are the flowers, the fair young flowers 

that lately sprang and stood. 
In brighter light and softer airs^ a beauteous 

sisterhood ? 
Alas ! they all are in their graves ; the gentle 

race of flowers 
Are lying in their lowly beds, with the fair 

and good of ours. 
The rain is falling where they lie ; but the 

cold November rain. 
Calls not from out the gloomy earth the lovely 

ones again. 

18a 
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The wind flower and the yiolet, they perished 

long ago ; 
And the wild rose and the orchis died amid 

the summer glow ; 
But on the hill the golden-rod, and the aster 

in the wood, 
And the yellow sunflower by the brook, in 

autumn beauty stood. 
Till fell the frost from the clear cold heaven, 

as falls the plague on men. 
And the brightness of their smile was gone 

from upland, glade, and glen. 

And now when comes the calm mild day, as 

still such days will come. 
To call the squirrel and the bee from out their 

winter home ; 
"When the sound of dropping nuts is heard, 

though all the trees are still, 
And twinkle in the smoky light, the waters 

of the rill, 
The south wind searches for the flowers whose 

fragrance late he bore. 
And sighs to And them in the wood, and by 

the stream no more. 

And then I think of one who in her youthful 

beauty died, 
The fair meek blossom that grew up and faded 

by my side j 



BCHOOL-EOOM POETRY. 211 

In the cold moist earth we laid her when the 

forest cast the leaf, 
And we wept that one so lovely should have a 

life so brief : 
Yet not unmeet it was that one like that 

young friend of ours, 
So gentle and so beautiful, should perish with 

the flowers. 



HUMAN LIFE. 

Wslln gmtt. 

Twist ye, twine ye, even so 
Mingle shades of joy and woe ; 
Hope and fear, and peace and strife, 
Weave the thread of human life. 

While the mystic twist is spinning. 
And the infant's life beginning. 
Dimly seen through twilight bending, 
Lo ! what varied shapes attending. 

Passions wild, and follies vain ; 
Pleasures, soon exchanged for pain ; 
Hope and fear, and peace and strife, 
Form the thread of human life. 
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THE FROSTED TREES. 

fliunr. 

What strange enchantment meets my Tiew, 

So wondrous bright and iaxc ? 
Has heaven poured out its silver dew 

On the rejoicing air ? 
Or am I borne to regions new^ 

To see the glories there ? 

Last eve, when sunset fill'd the sky 

With wreaths of golden light, 
The trees sent up their arms on high. 

All leafless to the sight, 
And sleepy mists came down to lie 

On the dark breast of night. 

But now the scene is changed, and all 

Is fancifully new ; 
The trees last eve so straight and tal], 

Are bending on the view ; 
And streams of living daylight fall 

The silvery arches through. 

The boughs are strung with glittering pearls, 
As dewdrops bright and bland ; 

And there they gleam in silvery curls, 
Like gems of Samarcand ; 

Seeming in wild fantastic whirls 
The work of fairy land. 



BCHOOL-BOOM POETBY. 213 

Each branch stoops meekly with the weight, 
And in the light breeze swerves, 

As if some viewless angel sate 
Upon its graceful curves, 

And made the fibres spring elate, 
Thrilling the secret nerves. 

Oh ! I could dream the robe of heaven, 

Pure as the dazzling snow. 
Beaming as when to spirits given, 

Had come in its stealthy flow, 
From the sky at silent even 

For the morning's glorious show. 



HUMAN PERJFECTIOIT. 

It is not growing like a tree 

In bulk, doth make man better be, 

Or standing long an oak, three hundred year, 

To fall a log at last, dry, bald, and sere. 

A lily of a day 

Is fairer far in May, 
Although it fall and die that night, 
It was the plant and flow'r of light ; 
In small proportions we just beauties see, 
And in short measures life may perfect be. 
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CHKISTMAS CHIMES. 

irm. 

The chimes, the chimes of Motherland, 

Of England, green and old, 
That ont from fane and ivied tower 

A thousand years have tolled : 
How glorious must their music be, 

As breaks the halloVd day, 
And calleth, with a seraph's voice, 

A nation up to pray ! 

Those chimes that tell a thousand tales, 

Sweet tales of olden time ! 
And ring a thousand memories 

At vesper and at prime — 
At bridal and at burial. 

For cottager and king — 
Those chimes, those glorious Christmas chime 

How blessedly they ring! 

Those chimes, those chimes of Motherland, 

Upon a Christmas mom, 
Outbreaking as the augels did, 

For a Kedeemer bom ! 
How merrily they call afar. 

To cot and baron's hall. 
With holly decked and mistletoe, 

To keep the festival. 
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The chimes of England, how they peal 

From tower and Gothic pile, 
Where hymn and swelling anthem fill 

The dim cathedral aisle : 
Where windows bathe the holy light 

On priestly heads that falls, 
And stain the florid tracery, 

And banner- dighted walls. 

And then those Easter bells in spring, 

Those glorious Easter chimes ; 
How loyally they hail thee round, 

Old queen of holy times ! 
From hill to hill, like sentinels, 

Eesponsively they cry, 
And sing the rising of the Lord, 

From vale to mountain high. 

I love ye, chimes of Motherland, 

With all this soul of mine, 
And bless the Lord that I am sprung 

Of good old English line ; 
And like a son I sing thy lay. 

That England's glory tells ; 
For she is lovely to the Lord, 

For you, ye Christmas bells. 
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WHILE THE CHRISTMAS LOG IS 

BURNING. 

Clt|8 Cant 

Hail to the night when we gather once more, 

AU the forms we love to meet ; 
When we've many a guest that is dear to our 
hreast 

And the household dog at our feet. 
Who would not be in the circle of glee, 

Where heart to heart is yearning, 
When joy breathes out in the laughing shout, 

WhUe the Christmas log is burning ? 

'Tis one of the fairy hours of life. 

When the world seems all of light ; 
For the thought of woe, or the name of a foe, 

Ne'er darkens the festive night; 
When bursting mirth rings round the hearth. 

Oh ! where is the spirit that's mourning, 
While merry bells chime with the carol rhyme, 

And the Christmas log is burning ? 

Then is the time when the grey old man 

Leaps back to the days of youth ; 
When brows and eyes wear no disguise 

Rut flush and gleam with truth ; 
Oh ! then is the time when the soul exults. 

And seems right heavenward turning ; 
When we love and bless the hands we press, 

While the Christmas log is burning. 
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AN ENGLISH CHRISTMAS HOME. 

A LOUD and laugUng welcome to the merry 

Christmas bells ; 
All hail with happy gladness to the well-known 

chant that swells ; 
We list the pealing anthem chord, we hear the 

midnight strain, 
And love the tidings that proclaim old Christ- 
mas back again. 
Bat there must be a melody of purer, deeper 

sound ; 
A rich key note whose echo runs through all 

the music round. 
Let kindly voices ring beneath low roof or 

palace dome, 
For those alone are carol chimes that bless a 

Christmas home. 

OHOBUS. 

Then fill once more, from Bounty's store, red 

Mone, or nut brown foam. 
And drink to kindly voices in an English 

Christmas home. 

A bright and joyous welcome to the berries 

and the leaves. 
That hang about our household walls in dark 

and rustling sheaves. 

19 
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Up with the holly and the bay, set laurel on 

the board, 
And let the mistletoe look down while 

pledging draughts are poured. 
But there must be some hallowed bloom to 

garland with the rest, 
All| all must bring toward the wreath some 

flowers of the breast^ 
For though green boughs may thickly grace ; 

low roof and psdace dome, 
'Warm hearts alone will truly serve to deck 

a Christmas home. 

CHOBXJS. 

Then All once more, from Bounty's store, red 

wine, or nut brown foam. 
And drink to honest hearts within an English 

Christmas home. 



CHILDHOOD'S WOES. 

But ah ! what light and little things 
Are childhood's woes — they break no rest. 
Like dew drops on the sky lark's wings. 
While slumbering in his grassy nest, 
Gone in a moment when he springs 
To meet the mom with open breast. 
As o'er the eastern hills her banners flow, 
And veiled in mist| the valley sleeps below. 
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EVEITING. 



It is tlie hour wlien from the boughs 

The nightiiigale's high note is heard ; 
It is the hour when lover's vows 

Sound sweet in every whispered word : 
And gentle winds and waters near 
Make music to the lonely ear. 
Each flower the dews have lightly wet, 
And in the sky the stars are met| 
And on' the wave a deeper blue, 
And on the leaf a browner hue, 
And in the heaven that clear obscure, 
So softly dark, and darkly pure. 
That follows the decline of day. 
As twilight melts beneath the moon away. 



HISTORY OF MAN. 
ftm ij)i Ssistfln, trsnilablt hi] Simnag. 

What is man's history ? Bom, living, dying, 
Leaving the still shore for the troubled waves 
Struggling with storm- winds, over shipwrecks 

flying, 
And casting anchor in the silent grave. 
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GOD'S WATCHTUL CAKE. 

The insect that with puny wing 
Just shoots along one summer raj, 

The floweret which the breath of spring 
Wakes into life for half a day. 

The smallest mote, the tenderest haifi 

All feel a Heavenly Father^s care. 

E'en from the glories of his throne, 
He bends to riew this earthly ball ; 

Sees all, as if that all were one; 
Loves one, as if that one were all ; 

Bolls the swift planets in their spheres. 

And counts the sinner's lonely teara. 



THE BIRD'S NEST. 

Behold a bird's nest I 

Mark it well within, without I 

"No tool had he that wrought, 

No nail to fix, no bodkin to insert, 

No glue to join : his little beak was all. 

And yet how neatly finished I What nice hand 

With every implement and means of art 

Could compass such another I 
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TO THE NIGHTINGALE. 

3BUtim. 

NiaHTiNOALB, that on yon bloomy spray 
Warblest at eve, when all the woods are still, 
Thou with fresh hope the lover's heart dost fill, 
While the jolly hours lead on propitious May. 
Thy liquid notes, that close the eye of day, 
First heard before the shallow cuckoo's bill, 
Portend success in love : 0, if Jove's will 
Have linked that amorous power to thy soft 

Now timely sing ere the rude bird of hate 
Poret'Cll my hopeless doom in some grove nigh ; 
As thou from year to year hast sung too late 
For my relief, yet hadst no reason why. 
Whether the Muse or Love call thee hb mate, 
Both them I serve and of their train am I. 



THE CHEISTIAN'S DEATH. 

ffiilmsir. 

It matters little at what hour o' the day 
The righteous falls asleep ; death cannot come 
To him untimely who is fit to die ; 
The less of this cold earth, the more of heaven; 
The briefer life, the earlier immortality. 

19 a 
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SIMPLICITY. 

jliim 

Oh ! let not gems or woven gold 
Entwine thy waves of shadowy hair. 

Or art arrange each modest fold 
That lightly shades thy bosom fiEdr. 

Piz not the hues that delicately fly, 

Deepening thy soft cheeks pure though paler 
dye. 

Who ever hangs the simple rose 
With glittering gems or golden threads ? 

Deepens with paint the blush that glows 
On every leaf? or perfume sheds 

To scent the flower of love which fragrance 
flings, 

Wherever Zephyr waves his golden wings? 



THE BOOK OF N A TUBE. 

flnnir. 

Not a plant, a leaf, a flower, but contains 
A folio volume. We may read and read, 
And read again ; and still find something new. 
Something to please, something to instruct, 
Even in the noisome weed. 
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THOUGHTS. 

f prjr. 

How comes a thought ? 

Eyen as the dew, 
Which falls not in a visible drop, 

But the still night through 
Gathers upon the flower cupi 

Life to renew. 

How unfolds a thought ? 

As a bud of spring, 
Which in itself contains a branch. 

Leaf and blossoming — 
A bough on which a happy bird 

May rest and sing. 

How abides a thought ? 

As a heavenly star, 
Which, seen by us but not controll'd, 

Burns in its sphere ; 
Yeiled often, but by passing clouds, 

Our own eye near. 

Hath a thought voice? 

As sweet as bird, 
Whose melody in a dusky wood. 

With wind unstirr'd,. 
Spreading like brightness from a lamp, 

All around is heard. 
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Will a thought leave us ? 

Even as the moon 
Which from fullest beauty failing, 

For a while is gone — 
To come again with softest light, 

Surely and soon. 

Doth thought propagate ? 

The power of an eye. 
Whose expression the soul changes, 

As the Eun the sky ; 
There are sudden lights, a slow dawn. 

Shadows that fly. 

Can a thought be lost ? 

Lost but as rain, 
Some of which falls on a lily, 

Without a stain. 
While some anew dispersed in air, 

Will fall again. 

What is thought to life ? 

As air to a tree, 
Which through summer and through winter 

Works invisibly ; 
Building up the trunk and branches 

With solidity. 
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FKOM ' FLORA AND THE FLOWERS.' 

Floba! beautiful and wisOi 
Skilled in human mysteries, 
Hearts there are to hymn thy praises, 
Many and lowly as the daisies- 
Daisies which embellish spring 
With half-hidden blossoming. 
Hearts there are, deep and pondering, 
Flower-filled with love and wondering ! 
Every when and every where 
Sweetest flowers welcome are. 
« ♦ ♦ 

The little one, too early blest. 
Hath flowers in his ooffin'd rest; 
New gathered blooms their odors shed, 
Sweet as the memory of the dead. 
« « « 

Oh ! gather from the rough hill-side 
Some flower to adorn the bride ; 
It shall fade : let love endure 
Strong as the hill| its flower as pure. 

Nature is the robe of God — 
God the merciful and good ; 
Flowers are the embroidered hem : 
Virtue he hath given them. 
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The green earth has its flower, the sky— 

Its mighty flower of blue ; 

And whilst it still blossoms bright and high^ 

Shall lesser flowers bloom too. 

Work, Flora ! then, rejoicingly, 

And give us blossoms new. 



GOD'S STRENGTH. 

Smaring. 

His strength nor perishing tongue can tell, 

Nor immortal hymns rehearse. 
'Tis high as heaven, 'tis deep as hell, 

And wide as the universe. 
The ocean to him is a dew drop small. 

And mountains an atom of sand, 
And the sun, and the stars, and this earthly 
ball ^ 

Are dust in his mighty hand. 

And how can a Being so great as he 

Bend down to the earth his ear ? - ' 
Can children of clay so frail as we 

In his awful presence appear ? 
yes, to his throne even we may rise 

To us his promise is given, 
For a broken heart is a sacrifice. 

Which will find its way to heaven. 
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THE THRUSH'S NEST. 

9* Clan. 

Within a thick and spreading hawthorn bush, 

That overhung a mole hill large and round, 
I heard from morn to mom a merry thrush 

Sing hymns of rapture^ while I drank the 
sound 
With joy ; and oft, an unin trading guest, 

I watched her secret toils from day to day. 
How true she wrapped the moss to form her 
nest. 

And modelled it within with wool and clay. 
And by-and-by, like heath bells gilt with dew, 

There lay her shining eggs as bright as 
flowers, 
Ink'Spotted oyer, shells of green and blue ; 

And there I witnessed in the summer hourS| 
A brood of nature's minstrels chirp and fly, 
Glad as the sunshine and the laughing sky. 



TO THOSE DEPARTED. 

The storm that wrecks the wintry sky 
No more disturbs their deep repose, 
Than summer evening's latest sigh 

That shuts the rose. 
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SIC VITA. 

S. Sing. 

Ltxb to the falling of a star. 
Or as tlie flights of eagles are, 
Or like the fresh spring's gaudy hue. 
Or silver drops of morning dew ; 
Or like the wind that chafes the flood, 
Or buhbles which on water stood. 
Even such is man, whose borrowed light 
Is straight called in and paid to-night. 
The wind blows out, the bubble dies. 
The spring entomb'd in autumn lies ; 
The dew dries up, the star is shot, 
The flight is past, and man forgot. 



WBITTEN OIT A TOMBSTONE IN 
MELROSE ABBEY. 

inn. 

Eabth walketh on the earth, 
Glistering like gold ; 
Earth goeth to the earth, 
Sooner then it wold ; 
Earth buildeth on the earth. 
Palaces and towers ; 
Earth sayeth to the earth. 
All shall be ours. 
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SONNET. 

Yes, they are still the same — the eternal sky. 
The circliDg hills that hound my natiye yale, 
The old familiar trees, the southern gale 
That steals from ooean^s hreast the rising sigh ; 
The winding stream whose murmuring lullahy 
Should woo my soul to peace ; the joyful song 
Of close secluded hird, that all day long 
Pours forth his tender burst of minstrelsy. 
But oh ! ye dear companions of my youth, 
Where are ye fled? I call — but to my voice 
Ye make no answer. — ^Melancholy truth ! 
That nature should be changeless, but the joys 
That follow life so soon should pass away, 
While things so ^ fair and sweet/ do bid them 
stay. 



ON HEADING THE LIFE OF MILTON. 



So goes the world — some with a pen of iron 
Ensculpturing the rocks of time unseen, 
While others, writing on the gaping sand, 
Gall round an amphitheatre of eyes, 
On what an hour's full tide will wash away. 

20 
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SABBATH S0NI!^T. 

Mts. Smaiu. 

ICOMPOSSS L FXW DAYS BBFORB HBB DBATH, AHB DKDIOATED 

TO HXB BBOTHSB.3 

How many blessed groups tliis hoar are 

bending, 
rhrough England's primrose meadow pathsi 

their way 
Toward spire and tower, 'midst shadowy 

elms ascending, 
Whence the sweet chimes proclaim the hal- 

low'd day ! 
The Halls, from old heroic ages grey, 
Pour their fair cbildren forth; and hamlets low, 
With whose thick orchard blooms the soft 

winds play. 
Send out their inmates in a happy flow, 
Like a freed vernal stream. I may not tread 
With them those pathways — to the feyerish 

Of sickness bound. Tet, oh, my God ! I bless 
Thy mercy, that with Sabbath peace hath fiU'd 
My chasten'd heart, and all its throbbings 

stiird 
To one deep calm, of lowliest thankfulness. 
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ECHO. 



Sweet Echo, sweetest nymph that liv'st unseen 

Within thy airy shell, 
By slow Meander's margent green, 
And in the violet-embroidered vale, 

"Where the love-lorn nightingale 
Nightly to thee her sad soDg mourneth well; 
Canst thou not tell me of a gentle pair 

That likest thy Karcisssus are ? 
Oh ! if thou have 

Hid them in some flow'ry cave, 
Tell me but where 
Sweet queen of parley, daughter of the sphere. 
So may'st thou be translated to the skies, 
And give resounding grace to all Heaven's 
harmonies. 



LIFE. 

Sip:oir. 

Bbtwsek two worlds, life hovers like a star, 
'Twixt night and morn, upon the horizon's 
verge. 
How little do we know that which we are, 
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How less what we may be ; the eternal Biuge 
Of time and tide rolls on, and bears afar 

Our bubbles ; as the old burst, new emerge, 
Lashed from the foam of ages ; while the grayes 
Of empires heave, but like some passing 
waves. 



KINDEED CONNEOTIOW. 

EivDBEi) connection ! — chain around onr hearts 
We all so fondly bind — would that it were 
As permanent as precious — ^but of parts 
Material formed, although we thus declare 
And sign a compact — or whatever arts 
We use to cherish it with all our care, 
It will at times keep breaking here and there. 
A link too worn, too brittle, or too weak, 
"Will leave it marr'd, as we have seen before, 
Till sever' d all ; but let us only seek 
To bear the sterling stamp they sever'd bore. 
Then — here though mixed with earth it could 

but break, 
Death will but fine th' imperishable ore. 
And formed anew on high, it there will part 

no more. 
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THE MINISTEY OF ANGELS. 

How oft do tbey their silver bowers leave, 
To come to succor us that succor want ! 

How oft do they with golden pinions cleave 
The flitting skies, like flying pursuivant, 
Against foul friends to aid us militant. 

They for us fight, they watch and duly ward. 
And their bright squadrons round us plant; 

And all for love and nothing for reward : 

Oh ! why should heavenly love to man have 
such regard ? 



WOMAN. 

Sijrnit. 

The very first 
Of human life must spring from woman's 

breast, 
Your first small words are taught you from 

her lips, 
Your first tears quenched by her, and your 

last sighs 
Too often breathed out in a woman's hearing. 
When men have shrunk from the ignoble care 
Of watching the last hour of him who led them. 
20 a 

\ 
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THE END OF LIFE. 

Ma. ftn- 

What though the moments fly. 
Mourn not their speed ; 

Sweet shall thy portion be 
Whither they lead. 

Though sorrow count the hours. 

Hoping the last, 
Let not thy spirit faint, 

Ere they be past. 

Smile when the moments fly, 
Smile when they stay. 

Life's longest, shortest night, 
Closes in day. 



HOPE. 

Siinm. 

White as a white sail on a dusky sea, 
When half the horizon's clouded, and half-firee 
Fluttering between the dim wave and the sky. 
Is hope's last gleam in man's extremity. 
Her anchor parts ! but still her snow-white sail 
Attracts our eye amidst the rudest gale, 
Though every wave she rides divides us more. 
The heart still follows from the loneliest shore. 
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CCETJE-DE-LION AT THE BIER OF HIS 

FATHER. 

ToBCHES were blazing clear. 

Hymns pealing deep and slow, 
Where a king lay stately on his bier 

In the church of Frontevraud. 
Banners of battle o'er him hung. 

And warriors slept beneath ; 
And light, as noon's broad light, was flung 

On the settled face of death. 

On the settled face of death 

A strong and ruddy glare, 
Though dimmed at times by the censer's breath. 

Yet it fell still brightest there ; 
As if each deeply furrow'd trace 

Of earthly years to show ; 
Alas ! that sceptred monarch's race 

Had surely closed in woe ! 

The marble floor was swept 

By many a long dark stole. 
As the kneeling priests, round him that slept, 

Sang mass for the parted soul ; 
And solemn were the strains they pour'd 

Through the stillness of the night, 
With the cross above, and the crown and swurd, 

And the silent king in sight. 
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There was heard a heavy claDg, 

As of steel-girt men the tread. 
And the tombs and the hollow pavements rang 

With a sounding thrill of dread : 
And the holy chant was hashed awhile. 

As by the torch's flame, 
A gl^am of arms up the sweeping aisle 

With a mail-clad leader came. 

He came with haughty look. 

An eagle-glance and clear ! 
But his proud heart, through his breastplate 
shook 

When he stood beside the bier ! 
He stood there still with a drooping brow 

And clasp' d hands o'er it raised ; 
For his father laid before him low — 

It was Coeur-de*Lion gazed ! 

And silently he strove 

With the workings of his breast ; 
But there's more in the late repentant love, 

Then steel may keep suppress'd ! 
And his tears break forth at last like rain, 

Men held their breath in awe ; 
For his face was seen by his warrior train, 

And he reck'd not that they saw. 

He look'd upon the dead — 

And sorrow seemed to lie, 
A weight of sorrow, e'en like lead, 

Pale on the fast^shut eye. 
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He stooped, and prese'd the frozen cheek, 

And the heavy hand of clay ; 
Till hursting words — ^yet all too weak— 

Gaye his soul's passion way* 

* father ! is it vain. 

This late remorse and deep ? 
Speak to me, father, once again ! 

I weep — ^behold I weep ! 
Alas ! my guilty pride and ire I— 

"Were but this work undone, 
I would give England's crown, my sire. 

To hear thee bless thy son. 

< Speak to me ! mighty grief 

Ere now the dust hath stir'd ! 
Hear me, but hear me ! — father, chief, 

My king ! I must be heard! 
Hush'd, hush'd — how is it that I call, 

And that thou answerest not ? 
When was it thus ? Woe, woe for all 

The love my soul forgot ! 

' Thy silver hairs I see. 

So still, so sadly bright ! 
And father, father ! but for me. 

They had not been so white ! 
I bore thee down, high heart ! at last, 

No longer couldst thou strive. 
Oh ! for one moment of the past, 

To kneel and say— "forgive." 
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* Thou wert the noblest king 

On royal throne e'er seen ; 
And thou didst wear in knightly ring 

Of all the stateliest mien ; 
And thou didst prove, where spears are proyed) 

In war the bravest heart : 
Oh ! ever the renown'd and loved 

Thou wert — and there thou art ! 

' Thou that my boyhood's guide 

Didst take fond joy to be ! — 
The times I've sported by thy side, 

And climb'd thy parent knee ! 
And then before the blessed shrine, 

My sire ! I see thee lie, — 
How will that sad still face of thine 

Look on me till I die ! ' 



FAITH. 



Thy God hath said 'tis good for thee 
To walk by faith and not by sight; 
Take it on trust a little while, 
Soon shalt thou read the mystery right 
In the bright sunshine of his smile* 
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THE LEGEND OF THE CHEI8TMA8 

TEEE. 

Inin. 

^Tis Christmas Eye, and through the ancient 
town, 

Eest and rejoicing meet — 
A little child comes wand'ring sadly down 

The silent street. 
Alone and very sorrowful is he, 

Fatherless and motherless ; 
He has no friend on earth a Christmas-tree 

For him to dress. 



With fearful gaze he turns his steps aside 

Where gleams the light 
From a tall house, and youthful figures glide 

Before his sight. 
As each, with festal dress and happy hrow, 

Surrounds a gorgeous tree ; 
And there he asks, ' Amid these is there now 

No place for me ? 

* They look so happy, surely they are kind.' 

With trembling hand 
He gently knocks, and craves a place to find 

Where he may stand. 
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Contented bnt to gaze upon the 8liow» 

With grateful prayer, 
That they the sad reyerse may neyer knoir 

Which brings him there* 

Alas ! alas ! no place for him is there^- 

With scornful jest 
They drive him forth into the cold night air. 

To seek for rest 
'Neath some more modest roof, where wanner 
hearts 

A nook may spare. 
And gladly own that sharing joy imparts 

More to their share ! 

Hark! 'tis a burst of hearty merriment— 

The child draws nigh — 
'Tis from a burgher's simple tenement. 

With longing sigh 
He watches the glad group of faces bright^ 

And so for him 
He thinks the fir-tree once was decked with 
light; 

His eyes grow dim. 

And timidly he knocks, again to tell 

His piteous tale. 
Alas ! for him — on stony ears it fell 

Without avail ! 
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The door is closed against him, and in vain 

With grief indeed, 
He gazes through the latticed window pane*- 

'No one takes heed ! 

"Weeping he turns away, and passes by 

Both light and sound 
From many a humble roof and mansion high 

Scattered around ; 
Then pauses meekly by the lowliest door. 

Where a faint ray 
Breaks through, and shows how fast the little 
store 

Of tapers wears away. 



Alas ! alas, his latest hope is yain— 

By word and blow 
Of harsh unkindness driven back again. 

Where shall he go ? 
The night is dark — but the poor orphan child, 

Amid his woe. 
Bethinks him of the infant Saviour mild, 

And kneeleth low. 



In prayer to Him who is not slow to hear 

He kneeleth there, 
And soon he sees a little child draw near, 

Exceeding fair ; 
21 
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With whitest raiment shining like the day 

And crown of light, 
And as he moves along the darkened way 

All hecomes bright 

So to that patient wanderer came he 

And bade him raise 
His wond'ring eyes where springs a glorious 
tree, 

And offer praise 
To God who heareth the sad orphan's cry, 

And sendeth aid, 
When earthly hope is none — and misery 

Maketh afraid. 

No longer sad and fearful is that child — 

He turns to see, 
Where stands at bidding of the infant mild 

His Christmas tree ! 
A wondrous tree, radiant in heav'nly light — 

With one glad bound 
He leaves the gloom of sorrow's bitter night — 

His home is found. 
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THE SQUIRE'S PEW. 

A SLANTING ray of evening light 
Shoots through the yellow frame ; 

It makes the faded crimson bright 
And yields the fringe a gem ; 

The window's gothic framework falls, 

In oblique shadow on the walls. 

And since these trappings first were new 

How many a cloudless day, 
To rob the velvet of its hue, 

Has come and passed away ; 
How many a setting sun hath made 
That carious lattice- work of shade. 

Crumbling beneath the hillock green 
That cunning hand must be, 

That carved this fretted door I ween. 
Acorn and fleur-de-lis; 

And now the worm hath done her part 

In mimicking the chisers art. 

In days of yore (as now we call), 
When the first James was king, 

The courtly knight from yonder hall 
Hither his train did bring, 

All seated round in order due. 

With broider'd suit and buckled shoe. 
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On damask cushion^ set in fringe, 

All rev'rently they knelt, 
Prayer-book with brazen hasp and hinge 

In ancient English spelt, 
Each holding in a lily hand 
Eesponsive to the priest's command. 

Then streaming down the yaulted aisle, 
The sunbeam long and lone, 

niumes the characters awhile 
Of their inscription stone ; 

And there in marble hard and cold. 

The knight and all his train behold. 

Outstretch'd together are expressed 

He and his lady fair, 
With hands uplifted on the breast, 

In attitude of prayer. 
Long-visaged, clad in armor, he ; 
With rufOled arm and boddice she. 

Set forth in order as they died, 
The numerous offspring bend, 

Deyoutly kneeling, side by sid^. 
As though they did intend 

For past oSfences to atone, 

By saying endless prayers in stone. 

These mellow days are psist and dim. 

And generations new. 
In regular descent from him 

Ha?e filled the stately pew. 
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And in the same succession go 
To occupy the vault below. 

And now the modern polished squire, 

With his gay train, appear, 
Who duly to the hall retire 

A season every year, 
And fill the seat with belle and beau, 
As 'twas so many years ago. 

Perchance, all thoughtless as they tread 

The hollow sounding floor 
Of that dark house of kindred dead. 

Which shall as heretofore 
In turn receive to silent rest, 
Another and another guest. 

The feather*d hearse and sable train 

In all its wonted state, 
Shall wind along the village lane, 

And stand before the gate, 
Brought many a distant country through 
To join the final rendezvous. 

And when the race is swept away 

All to their dusty beds. 
Still shall the mellow evening ray 

Shine gently o'er their heads ; 
While otber faces fresh and new, ' 
Shall occupy the Squire's pew. 

21a 
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SPRING. 

S. ^. KSillii. 

The Spring is here — the delicate footed May, 
With its slight fingers full of leaves and 
flowers ; 

And with it comes a thirst to be away 

Wasting in wood-paths its yoluptuous hours, 

A feeling that is like a sense of wings, 

Bestless to soar above these perishing things. 

We pass out from the city's feverish hum, 
To find refreshment in the silent woods. 

And nature that is beautiful and dumb. 
Like a cool sleep upon the pulses broods— 

Yet even there a restless thought will steal, 

To teach the indolent heart it still must feel. 

Strange, that the audible stillness of the noon, 
The waters tripping with their silver feet, 

The turning to the light of leaves in June, 
And the light whisper as tbeir edges meet — 

Strange that they fill not with their tranquil 
tone 

The spirit walking in their midst alone. 

There's no contentment in a world like this, 
Save in forgetting the immortal dream ; 
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We may not gaze upon the stars of bliss. 
That through the cloud-rifts radiantly 
stream; 
Bird-like the imprisoned soul will lift its eye, 
And pine till it is hooded from the sky. 



MARCH. 

Srittnit. 



Hb stands like a warder stout and strong. 

In the open gate of the year, 
He bloweth loud, and he bloweth long 

A blast on the horn in his hands ; 
And it rolleth shrilly and clear, 
Through the amber caves low under the wayes. 

And it rolleth along the lands. 

The sprites of the fruits, and flowers, and leaves, 

They had long been out at play 
With the spirits that rule the mellow sheaves, 

In the crystalline palaces— 

In the ether halls, no mortal sees«- 
In the gardens under the day ; 
But the stirring blast, that clarion cast, 

Oh, it broke their holiday ! 

And they hurry home at their topmost speed. 
Flurried and flush' d with the sudden neeii. 
Sprinkling earth as they pass along 
With a flood of color, and gush of song — 
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For the summer is coming to wed the Spring, 
And earth on their altar her wealth shall fling, 
And the heavens soft odors and breezes bring. 
And the hollow heights and the depths shcdl 

ring 
"With a wild over-gushing of gladdening — 
With the tumult and joy of that marrying. 



HUMAN LIFE. 

&Dgm. 

Thb lark has sung his carol in the sky. 
The bees have hummed their noontide lullaby ; 
Still in the vale the village hells ring round. 
Still in Llewellyn hall the jests resound. 
For now the caudle-cup is circling there, 
N'ow glad at heart the gossips breathe their 

prayer, 
And crowding stop the cradle to admire 
The babe, the sleeping image of his sire. 

A few short years and then these sounds shall 

hail 
The day again, and gladness fill the vale ; 
So soon the child a youth, the youth a man, 
Eager to run the race his fathers ran. 
Then the huge ox sball yield the broad sirloin, 
The ale now brewed, in flocds of amber shine; 
And basking in the chimney's ample blaze, 
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'Mid many a tale told of bis boyish days, 
The nurse shall cry, of all her ills beguiled, 
* 'Twas on these knees he sat so oft and smiled.' 

And soon again shall music swell the breeze ; 
Soon issuing forth, shall glitter through the 

trees 
Vestures of nuptial white ; and hymns be sung, 
And violets scattered round, and old and young. 
In every cottage porch with garlands green, 
Stand still to gaze and gazing bless the scene; 
While, her dark eyes declining, by his side, 
Moves, in her virgin veil the gentle bride. 

And once, alas ! not in a distant hour, 
Another voice shall come from yonder tower; 
When in dim chambers, long black weeds are 

seen. 
And weeping's heard where only joy has been ; 
When by his children borne, and f^om his door 
Slowly departing to return no more, 
He rests in holy earth with them that went 

before. 

And such is human life ; so gliding on. 

It glimmers like a meteor and is gone 1 

Tet is the tale, brief though it be, as strange, 

As full methinks of wild and wondrous change, 

As any that the wandering tribes require, 

Stretch'd in the desert round their evening fire, 

As any sung of old in hall or bower. 

To minstrel-harps at midnight's witching hour. 
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THE SPIEIT OF THE FIRE-SIDE. 

By the old hearth-stone a Spirit dwells, 

The child of by-gone years — 
He lieth hid, the stone amid, 

And liveth on smiles and tears. 

Bat when the night is drawing on, 
And the fire bums clear and bright ; 

He Cometh out, and walketh about, 
In the pleasant grave twilight. 

« 
He goeth round on tiptoe soft, 

And scanneth close each face ; 

If one in the room be sunk in gloom, 

By him he taketh his place. 

And then with fingers cool and soft, 
(Their touch who does not know ?) 

With water brought from the well of thought, 
That was dug long years ago, 

He layeth his hand on the weary eyes ; 

They are closed and quiet now — 
And he wipeth away the dust of the day 

That has settled on his brow. 
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And gently then he walketh away, 

And sits in the corner chair ; 
And the closed eyes swim — it seemeth to him 

The form that once sat there. 

And whisper'd words of comfort and love 
Fall sweet on the ear of sorrow — 

'Why weepest thou ? — thou art troubled now, 
Bat there cometh a bright to-morrow. 

*We, too, have passed o'er life's rough stream, 

In a frail and shattered boat; 
Bat our pilot was sure, and we saiVd secure, 

When we seemed but scarce afloat. 

*Though toss'd by the rage of waves and wind, 

The bark held together still ; 
One Arm was strong — it bore us along, 

And has saved us from every ill.' 

The Spirit returns to his dwelling-place, 
And his words have been like balm ; 

The big tears start, bat the fluttering heart 
Is soothed, and softened, and calm. 
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TO A WATER-FOWL. 
W. C. CrqnL 

Whithbb, midst falling dew. 
While glow the heayens with the last steps of 

day. 
Far through their rosy depths thou didst pursue 
Thy solitaiy way ? 

Vainly the fowler's eye 
Might mark thy distant flight to do thee wrong, 
As darkly painted on the crimson sky, 

Thj figure floats along. 

Seek'st Uiou the plashy brink 
Of weedy lake, or marge of river wide ; 
Or where the rocking billows rise and sink 

On the chidTed ocean side ? 

There is. a Power whose care 
Teaches thy way aloDg that pathless coast — 
The desert and illimitable air — 

'Lone wanderiDg, but not lost. 

All day thy wings have fanned. 
At that far height, the cold thin atmosphere ; 
Yet stoop not, weary, to the welcome land. 

Though the dark night is near. 
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And soon that toil shall end ; 
Soon shalt thou find a sammer-home and rest. 
And scream among thy fellows-; reeds shall hend 

Soon o'er thy sheltered nest. 

Thou'rt gone ; the abyss of heaven 
Hath swallowed up thy form ; yet on my heart 
Deeply hath sunk the lesson thou hast given, 

And shall not soon depart. 

He who from zone to zone, 
Ouides through the boundless sky thy certain 

flight. 
In the long way that I must tread alone, 

Will lead my steps aright, 



' THE WARDEN OF THE CINQUE PORTS. 

XrgfsUnnt. 

A MIST was driving down the British Channel, 

The day was just begun, 

And through the window-panes, on floor and 

panel, 

Streamed the red Autumn snu. 
22 
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It glanced on flowing flag and rippling pennon, 

And the white sails of ships ; 
And| from the frowning rampart, the black 
cannon 

Hailed it with feverish lips. 

Sandwich and Bomney, Hastings, Hithe, and 
Dover 

Were all alert that day, 
To see the French war-steamers speeding over, 

When the fog cleared away. 

Sullen and silent, and like couchant lions. 
Their cannon, through the night. 

Holding their breath, had watched in grim 
defiance 
The sea- coast opposite. 

And now they roared at drum-beat from their 
stations 

On every citadel ; 
Each answering each, with morning salutations, 

That all was well ! 

And down the coast, all taking up the burden. 

Replied the distant forts. 
As if to summon from his sleep the Warden 

And Lord of fhe Cinque Ports. 
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Him eball no sunshine from the fields of azure, 

No dram-beat from the wall, 
ISo morning gun from the black fort's embrozuro 

Awaken with their call! 

No more, surveying with an eye impartial 

The long lines of the coast, 
Shall the gaunt figure of the old Field -Marshal 

Be seen upon hi? post ! 

For in the night, unseen, a single warrior. 

In sombre harness mailed, 
Dreaded of man, and surnamed the Destroyer, 

The rampart wall has scaled. 

He passed into the chamber of the sleeper, 

l^e dark and silent room ; 
And as he entered, darker grew and deeper 

The silence and the gloom. 

He did not pause to parley or dissemble, 

But smote the Warden hoar ; 
• Ah! what a blow! that made all England 
tremble. 

And groan from shore to shore. 

Meanwhile, without the surly cannon waited, 

The sun rose bright o'erhead ; 
Nothing in Nature's aspect intimated 

That a great man was dead ! 
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THE FOUNTAIN. 

fttgrn. 

It was a well 
Of whitest marble, white as from a quarry. 
And richly wrought with many a high relief, 
Greek sccdpture ; in some earlier days perhaps 
A tomb, and honored with a hero's ashes. 
The water from the rock filled, overflowed it. 
Then dashed away, playing the prodigal, 
And soon was lost — stealing, unseen, unheard. 
Through the long grass, and round the twisted 

roots 
Of aged trees— discovering where it ran 
By the fresh verdure. Overcome with heat, 
I threw me down, admiring as I lay 
That shady nook — ^a singing place for birds ; 
That grove so intricate, so full of flowers, 
More than enough to please a maid a-Maying, 
The sun was down, a distant convent bell 
Binging the Angelus; and now approached 
The hour for stir and village gossip there, 
The hour Eebecca came, when firom the well 
Bhe drew with such alacrity to serve 
The stranger and his camels. Soon I heard 
Footsteps, and lo, descending by a path 
Trodden for ages, many a nymph appeared — 
Appear'd and vanished, bearing on her head 
JSer earthen pitcher. It called up the day 
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Ulysses landed there ; and long I gazed, 
Like one awaking in a distant time. 
At length there came the loveliest of them all, 
Her little brother dancing down before her ; 
And ever as he spoke, which he did ever, 
Turning and looking np in warmth of heart 
And brotherly affection. Stopping there, 
She joined her rosy hands, and filling them 
With the pure element, gave him to drink ; 
And while he quenched his thirst, standing on 

tip-toe, 
Looked down upon him with a sister's smile. 
Nor stirr'd till he had done — fixed as a statue. 



A DKEAM. 

William flUingjram. 

I HEABD the dogs bark in the moonlight night, 
And I went to the window to see the sight, 
All Uie dead that ever I knew 
Going one by one, and two by two. 

On they passed, and on they passed ; 
Towns-fellows all from first to last ; 
Born in the mooulight of the lane. 
And quenched in the heavy shadow again. 

School-fellows passing as when we played 
As toldiersonce — but now more staid. 

22 a 
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Those were the strangest sights to me 

Who were drowned I knew in the awful sea. 

Straight and handsome folk ; bent and weak 

too^ 
And some that I loved, and gasp'd to speak to ; 
Some just buried a day or two, 
And some of whose death I never knew. 

A long long crowd — where each seemed lonely, 
And yet of them all there was one, one only, 
That rais'd a head, or looked my way, 
And she seemed to linger, but might not stay. 

fiow long since I saw that fair pale face ; 
Ah ! mother dear, might I only place 
My head on thy breast a moment to rest 
"Wliile thy hand on my tearful cheek were 
prest I 

On, on, a moving bridge they made 
Across the moon-stream from shade to shade ; 
Young and old, and women and men ; 
Many long forgot, but remembered then. 

And first there came a bitter laughter, 
And a sound of tears a moment after ; 
And then a music so lofty and gay 
That every morning, day by day, 
I strive to recall it if I may. 
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THE CHARGE AT WATERLOO. 

Salter »rnit. 

On came the 'whirlwind — ^like the last 
But fiercest sweep of tempest blast : 
Oa came the whirlwind — steel-gleams broke 
Like lightning through the rolling smoke ; 

The war was waked anew. 
Three hundred cannon-mouths roared loud 
And from their throats with flash and cloud. 

Their showers of iron threw. 
Beneath their fire, in full career, 
Rush'd on the ponderous cuirassier, 
The lancer couched his ruthless spear 
And hurrying as to havoc near 

The cohorts' eagles flew. 
In one dark torrent, broad and strong, 
Th' advancing onset roU'd along, 
Forth harbinger'd by fierce acclaim, 
That from the cloud of smoke and flame, 
Pealed wildly the Imperial name. 
But on the British heart were lost 
The terrors of the charging host ; 
For not an eye the storm that view'd 
Changed its proud glance of fortitude ; 
I^or was one forward footstep stayed 
As dropped the dying and the dead. 
Fast as their ranks the thunders tear. 
Fast they renewed each serried square ! 
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And on the wounded and the slain 

Closed their diminished files again ; 

Till from their line scarce spears-' lengths three^ 

Emerging from the smoke they see 

Helmet and plume and panoply — 

Then waked their fire at once ! 
Each musketeer's reTolying knell 
As fast, as r^ularly fell. 
As when they practise to display 
Their discipline on festal day. 

Then down went helm and lance, 
Down were the eagle-hanners sent, 
Down reeling steeds and riders went, 
Corslets were pierced, and pennons rent ; 

And to augment the fray. 
Wheeled fall against their staggering flanks. 
The English horsemen's foaming ranks 

Forced their resistless way ; 
Then to the musket knell succeeds 
The clash of swords — the neigh of steeds. 
As plies the smith his clanging trade. 
Against the cuirass rang the hlade ; 
And while amid their close array 
The well- served cannon rent their way. 
And while amid their scatter'd band 
Baged the fierce rider's bloody brand, 
Becoiled in common rout and fear 
Lancer, and guard, and cuirassier. 
Horseman and foot — a mingled host. 
Their leaders fallen, their standards lost. 
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FOOTSTEPS OF THE ANGELS. 

When the hours of day are number'd 

And the voices of the night 
Wake the better soul that slumber'd, 

To a holy, calm delight ; 

Ere the evening lamps are lighted. 
And like phantoms grim aud tall. 

Shadows &om the fitful fire-light, 
Dance upon the parlor wall ; 

Then the forms of the departed 

Enter at the open door ; 
The beloved, the true-hearted. 

Come to visit me once more. 

He, the young and strong, who cherish'd 
Noble longings for the strife, 

By the road-side fell and perished, 
Weary with the march of life. 

They, the holy ones, and weakly. 
Who the cross of suffering bore, 

Folded their pale hands so meekly, 
Spake with us on earth no more ! 

And with them the being beauteous 
Who unto my youth was given, 

More than all things else to love me. 
And is now a saint in heaven. 
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Witb a slow and noiseless footstep, 
Comes that messenger divine, 

Takes the vacant chair beside me, 
Lays her gentle hand in mine ; 

And she sits and gazes at me, 
With those deep and tender eyes. 

Like the stars, so still and saint-like. 
Looking downward &om the skies. 

Uttered not, yet comprehended. 
Is the spirit's voiceless prayer ; 

Soft rebukes, in blessings ended. 
Breathing from her lips of air. 

Oh ! though oft dcpress'd and lonely. 
All my fears are laid aside, 

If I but remember only 

Such as these have lived and died ! 



HEAVEN, 

Heaven's gates are not so highly arch'd 
As princes' palaces ; they that enter there 
Mast go upon their knees. 
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FOKEST HYMN. 

VS. 6. Srqaot. 

Thi groves vrere God's first temples : ere man 

leam'd 
To hew the shaft, and lay the architrave, 
And spread the roof above them — ere he framed 
The lofty vault, to gather and roll back 
The sound of anthems — in the darkling wood, 
Amidst the cool and silence, he knelt down, 
And offered to the Mightiest solemn thanks 
And supplication. For his simple heart 
Might not resist the simple influence. 
Which from the stilly twilight of the place. 
And from the grey old trunks that high in 

heaven 
Mingled their mossy boughs, and from the 

sound 
Of the invisible breath that sway'd at once 
All their green tops, stole over him, and bow'd 
His spirit with the thought of boundless power 
And inaccessible majesty. Ah ! why 
Should we in the world s riper year neglect 
God's ancient sanctuaries, and adore 
Only among the crowd, and under roofs 
That our frail hands have raised ? Let me, at 

least. 
Here in the shadow of this aged wood, 
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Offer one hymn — tbrice happy, if it find 
Acceptance in His ear. 



Father! thy hand 
Hath rear'd these venerable colamns, thou 
Didst weave this verdant roof. Thou didst 

look down 
Upon the naked earth, and forthwith rose 
All these fair ranks of trees ; they in the sun 
Budded, and shook their green leaves in thy 

breeze, 
And shot towards heaven. The century living 

crow, 
Whose birth was on their tops, grew old and 

died 
Among their branches, till at last they stood, 
As they now stand, massy, and tall and dark, 
Eit shrine for humble worshipper to hold 
Communion with his Maker. These dim vaults. 
These winding aisles, of human pomp or pride 
Keport not. No fantastic carvings show 
The boast of our vain race to change the form 
Of thy fair works. But thou art in the soft 

winds 
That run along the summit of these trees 
In music ; — thou art in the cooler breath 
That from the utmost darkness of the place 
Gomes, scarcely felt; the barky trunks, the 

ground, 
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The fresh moist ground, are all instinct with 

thee. 
Here is continual worship ! Kature here, . 
In the tranquility that thou dost loye. 
Enjoys thy presence. li^oiselessly around, 
Erom perch to perch the solitary hird, 
Passes ; and yon clear spring, that 'midst its 

herbs 
Wells softly forth, and visits the strong roots 
Of half the mighty forest, tells no tales 
Of all the good it does. Thou hast not left 
Thyself without a witness, in these shades. 
Of thy perfections. Grandeur, strength, and 

grace 
Are here to speak of Thee. This mighty oak — 
By whose immoveable stem I stand and seem 
Almost annihilated — not a prince, 
In all that proud old world beyond the deep. 
E'er wore his crown as loftily as he 
Wears the green coronal of leaves with which 
Thy hand hath graced him. Nestled at his feet 
Is beauty, such as blooms not in the glare 
Of the broad sud. That delicate forest flower. 
With scented breath, and look so like a smile. 
Seems as it issues from the shapeless mould. 
An emanation from the indwelling life, 
A visible token of the upholding love. 
That are the soul of this wide universe. 

My heart is awed within me when I think 
23 
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Of the great miraole which still goes on 
In silence ronnd me — the perpetual work 
Of thy creation, finish'd yet renew'd 
For ever. Written on thy works I read 
The lesson of thine own eternity. 
Lo ! all grow old and die— but see again, 
How on the Mtering footsteps of decay 
Youth presses— ever gay and beautiful youth 
In all its beautiful forms. These lofty trees 
Wave not less proudly that their ancestors 
Moulder beneath them. Oh, there is not lost 
One of earth's charms ; upon her bosom yet, 
After the flight of imtold centuries, 
The freshness of her far beginning lies, 
And yet shall lie. Life mocks the idle hate 
Of his arch-enemy Death — ^yea, seats himself 
Upon the tyrant's throne— the sepulchre ; 
And of the triumphs of liis ghastly foe 
Makes his own nourishmcDt. For he came 
From thy own bosom, and shall have no end. 



There have been holy men who hid themselves 
Deep in the woody wilderness, and gaye 
Their lives to thought and prayer, till they 

out-lived 
The generation bom with them, nor seem'd 
Less aged than the hoary trees and rocks 
Around them ; and there have been holy men, 
Who deemed it were not well to pass life thus. 
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But let me often to these solitudes 

Ketire, and in thy presence reassure 

My feeble virtue. Here its enemies, 

The passions, at thy plainer footsteps shrink, 

And tremble, and are still. God ! when thou 

Dost scare the world with tempest, set on fire 

The heavens with falling thunderbolts, or fill 

With all the waters of the firmament 

The swift dark whirlwind, that uproots the 

woods 
And drowns the villages ; when at thy call, 
Uprises the great deep, and throws himself 
Upon the continent and overwhelms 
Its cities — who forges not, at the sight 
Of these tremendous tokens of thy power, 
His pride, and lays his strifes and follies by ? 
Oh, from these sterner aspects of thy face 
Spare me and mine, nor let us need the wrath 
Of the mad unchain'd elements to teach 
Who rules them. Be it ours to meditate. 
In these calm shades, thy milder majesty, 
And to the beautiful order of thy works 
Learn to conform the order of our lives. 
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THE VOICE OF THE SEA. 

flunu 

What saitli the sea, 
"Winding around green shores and cliffs austere ? 
Haye not these waters, beautiful and clear, 

Some meaning in their music free ? 

On summer days 
You scarce can hear its ripple soft : 
Asy surging and receding oft, 

It gleams in quiet bays. 

In winter time, 
Or when autumnal leaves are waxing gold, 
White crests upon its waves ye may behold, 

Like heroes of Homeric rhyme. 

They dance afar — 
The roar is like the horses' tramp 
On the blue plains do they encamp, 

Tossed in a mimic war. 

To the wild wind 
So floated wrathful Hector's horse-hair plume ; 
So through the Achaian army cleft he room — 

SiB brethren following swift behind. 
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Thou ancient Sea ! 
Was it of thee the singer old 
Learnt music for his chaunt of gold ? 

Por Scio floats on thee. 



Tired, weary, worn, 
Vexed with the careful world and Mammon's 

shrine : 
How fresh the kisses of thy emerald hrine, 

What time it hlushes to the Mom ! 



Young — ever young 
Thou flashest to the answering sky : 
Purple as vintage is the dye 

Upon thy waters flung. 

Ko song can tell 
What in thy wealth of power thou utterest, 
Though oft the singer floats upon thy hreast, 

And hears thy 'wildering music swell. 

To the Air, and thee— 
Twin sisters in the lap of time 
The Maker gives a song suhlime. 

What sayest thou, aged Sea ? 



23 a 



270 SOHOOIrBOOlC POBTBT. 



TO MY MOTHER IN HEAVEN. 

/rim Xili) ttizth 

MoTHXE, in ibis strange city, this Babylon of 
strife, 

'Midst the din and rolling mist of the battle- 
field oflife, 

I often pause to think of thee ; and thoughts, 
with mystic flight, 

Carry me back on wiugs of love to days of past 
delight. 

I dream I see thy loying eyes look fondly into 

mine, 
Those eyes that beam'd with sacred light o*er 

words and works divine ; 
I dream thou still art smiling 'midst the spring 

flowers young and fair, 
Once nurtured by thy loving hand, and tended 

by thy care. 

Oh ! still in thought I see thee — ^I hear thy 

fond ' good night ; ' 
I see thy smiling countenance, that thrilled me 

with delight; 
I hear the echo of thy voice, in accents low 

and sweet ; 
And I cannot help but fancy that again we 

soon shall meet. 
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But; oh ! 'tis only memory — ^I know that, cold 

and chill, 
They laid our treasure in the dust in the bosom 

of the hill ; 
Pale are the cheeks o'er which once beamed, 

like sunbeams o*er the sea, 
The tenderest, dearest smiles of love that earth 

can give to me. 

I often pray'd when thou wert here that God 

would taKe me first, 
And in my selfish heart this hope with miser 

care I nursed ; 
And, oh ! if sinful be such thoughts, I pray to 

be forgiven, 
Yet would that God would, take me too, or 

bring thee back from heaven. 

I dare not think that o'er thy head the stone 

of death is rolled ; 
That now thy dear, dear fingers are as frozen 

snowdrops cold; 
That the lips are closed for ever that press'd thy 

loving child, 
That hush'd for ever is the voice that all my 

cares beguiled. 

Oh no ! 'twere sinful if I thought of thee like 

this alone, 
Thou bright inhabitant of heaven, before the 

Father's throne ; 
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With a slow and noiseless footstep, 
Gomes that messenger divine, 

Takes the vacant chair beside me, 
Lays her gentle hand in mine ; 

And she sits and gazes at me, 
With those deep and tender eyes, 

Like the stars, so still and saint*like. 
Looking downward from the skies. 

Uttered not, yet comprehended, 
Is the spirit's voiceless prayer ; 

Soft rebukes, in blessings ended, 
Breathing from her lips of air. 

Oh ! though oft dopress'd and lonely, 
All my fears are laid aside, 

If I but remember only 

Such as these have lived and died ! 



HEAVEN. 



Heaven's gates are not so highly arch'd 
As princes' palaces ; they that enter there 
Must go upon their knees. 
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POEEST HYMN. 

VS, 6, Srijant. 

The groves were God's first temples : ere man 

learn* d 
To hew the shaft, and lay the architrave, 
And spread the roof above them — ere he framed 
The lofty vault, to gather and roll back 
The sound of anthems — in the darkling wood, 
Amidst the cool and silence, he knelt down, 
And offered to the Mightiest solemn thanks 
And supplication. Por his simple heart 
Might not resist the simple influence, 
Which from the stilly twilight of the place, 
And from the grey old trunks that high in 

heaven 
Mingled their mossy boughs, and from the 

sound 
Of the invisible breath that sway'd at once 
All their green tops, stole over him, and bow'd 
His spirit with the thought of boundless power 
And inaccessible majestv. Ah ! why 
Should we in the world^s riper year neglect 
God's ancient sanctuaries, and adore 
Only among the crowd, and under roofs 
That our frail hands have raised ? Let me, at 

least, 
Here in the shadow of this aged wood. 
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Offer one hymn — tbrice happy, if it find 
Acceptance in His ear. 



Father! thy hand 
Hath rear'd these venerable colamns, thon 
Didst weave this verdant roof. Thou didst 

look down 
Upon the naked earth, and forthwith rose 
All these fair ranks of trees ; they in the sun 
Budded, and shook their green leaves in thy 

breeze, 
And shot towards heaven. The century living 

crow, 
Whose birth was on their tops, grew old and 

died 
Among their branches, till at last they stood. 
As they now stand, massy, and tall and dark, 
Eit shrine for humble worshipper to hold 
Communion with his Maker. These dim vaults. 
These winding aisles, of human pomp or pride 
Keport not. No fantastic carvings show 
The boast of our vain race to change the form 
Of thy fair works. But thou art in the soft 

winds 
That run along the summit of these trees 
In music ; — thou art in the cooler breath 
That from the utmost darkness of the place 
Gomes, scarcely felt; the barky trunks, the 

ground. 
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The fresh moist ground, are all instinot with 

thee. 
Here is continual worship ! Kature here, . 
In the tranquility that thou dost love. 
Enjoys thy presence. li^oiselessly aroundi 
From perch to perch the solitary hird. 
Passes ; and yon clear spring, that 'midst its 

herbs 
Wells softly forth, and visits the strong roots 
Of half the mighty forest, tells no tales 
Of all the good it does. Thou hast not left 
Thyself without a witness, in these shades, 
Of thy perfections. Grandeur, strength, and 

grace 
Are here to speak of Thee. This mighty oak— 
By whose immoveable stem I stand and seem 
Almost annihilated — not a prince, 
In all that proud old world beyond the deep, 
E'er wore his crown as loftily as he 
Wears the green coronal of leaves with which 
Thy hand hath graced him. Nestled at his feet 
Is beauty, such as blooms not in the glare 
Of the broad sud. That delicate forest flower. 
With scented breath, and look so like a smile. 
Seems as it issues from the shapeless mould, 
An emanation from the indwelling life, 
A visible token of the upholding love. 
That are the soul of this wide universe. 

My heart is awed within me when I think 
23 
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For though without the gate, iu tears, my 

thoughts rise from the sod, 
I know that thou art gone to rest with the 

household of our Gk)d. 

And though thou dwellest here no more, still 

darling mother mine, 
Smile on me from the world of light a smile of 

peace divine ; 
Oh, touch me with thine angel-wings, as with 

a kiss of love, 
And often come to me in dreams, sweet mother, 

from above. 

Yes, mother ! be as thou hast been — my guar- 
dian angel here ; 

Subdue my grief, bring strength £rom heaven, 
and wipe the falling tear ; 

And if I cannot, night and mom, feel now thy 
fond caress, 

0, mother, from the realms of bliss, cease not 
thy child to bless. 



THE TWO ANGELS. 

Two angels, one of Life and one of Death, 
Pass'd o'er the village as the morning broke ; 

The dawn was on their faces, and beneath 
The sombre houses hearsed with plumes of 
smoke. 
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Their attitude and aspect was the same. 
Alike their features, and their robes of white ; 

But one was crowned with amaranth, as with 
flamei 
And one with asphodels, like flakes of light. 

I saw them pause on their celestial way ; 

Then said I, with deep fear and doubt 
oppressed : 
' Beat not so loud, my heart, lest thou betray 

The place where thy beloved are at rest ! ' 

And he who wore the crown of asphodels, 
Descending, at my door began to knock ; 

And my soul sunk within me, as in wells 
The waters sink before an earthquake shock. 

I recognised the nameless agony, 

The terror and the tremor and the pain, 

That oft before had filled and haunted me. 
And now returned with three-fold strength 
again. 

The door I opened to my heavenly guest, 
And listen'd, for I tiiought I heard God's 
voice ; 

And knowing whatsoe'er he sent was best. 
Dared neither to lament or to rejoice. 
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For though without the gate, iu tears, my 

thoughts rise from the sod, 
I know that thou art gone to rest with the 

household of our Gk)d. 

And though thou dwellest here no more, still 

darling mother mine, 
Smile on me from the world of light a smile of 

peace divine; 
Ohy touch me with thine angel- wings, as with 

a kiss of love, 
And often come to me in dreams, sweet mother, 

from above. 

Yes, mother ! be as thou hast been — my guar- 
dian angel here ; 

Subdue my grief, bring strength £rom heaven, 
and wipe the falling tear ; 

And if I cannot, night and mom, feel now thy 
fond caress, 

0, mother, from the realms of bliss, cease not 
thy child to bless. 



THE TWO ANGELS. 

XnngfiUanr. 

Two angels, one of Life and one of Death, 
PassM o'er the village as the morning broke; 

The dawn was on their faces, and beneath 
The sombre houses hearsed with plumes of 
smoke. 
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Their attitude and aspect was the same. 
Alike their features, and their robes of white ; 

But one was crowned with amaranth, as with 
flame, 
And one with asphodels, like flakes of light. 

I saw them pause on their celestial way ; 
Then said I, with deep fear and doubt 
oppressed : 
' Beat not so loud, my heart, lest thou betray 
The place where thy beloved are at rest ! ' 

And he who wore the crown of asphodels. 
Descending, at my door began to knock ; 

And my soul sunk within me, as in wells 
The waters sink before an earthquake shock. 

I recognised the nameless agony, 

The terror and the tremor and the pain, 

That oft before had filled and haunted me, 
And now returned with three-fold strength 
again. 

The door I opened to my heavenly guest, 
And listened, for I thought I heard God's 
voice ; 

And knowing whatsoe'er he sent was bas^^ 
Dared neither to lament or to rq'< ' 
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For though without the gate, iu tears, my 

thoughts rise from the sod, 
I know that thou art gone to rest with the 

household of our Gk)d. 

And though thou dwellest here no more, still 

darling mother mine, 
Smile on me from the world of light a smile of 

peace divine ; 
Oh, touch me with thine angel- wings, as with 

a kiss of love, 
And often come to me in dreams, sweet mother, 

from above. 

Yes, mother ! be as thou hast been — my guar- 
dian angel here ; 

Subdue my grief, bring strength from heaven, 
and wipe the falling tear ; 

And if I cannot, night and mom, feel now thy 
fond caress, 

0, mother, from the realms of bliss, cease not 
thy child to bless. 



THE TWO ANGELS. 

Two angels, one of Life and one of Death, 
Pass'd o'er the village as the morning broke; 

The dawn was on their faces, and beneath 
The sombre houses hearsed with plumes of 
smoke. 
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Their attitude and aspect was the same, 
Alike their features, and their robes of white ; 

But one was crowned with amaranth, as with 
flame, 
And one with asphodels, like flakes of light. 

I saw them pause on their celestial way ; 
Then said I, with deep fear and doubt 
oppressed : 
' Beat not so loud, my heart, lest thou betray 
The place where thy beloved are at rest ! ' 

And he who wore the crown of asphodels, 
Descending, at my door began to knock ; 

And my soul sunk within me, as in wells 
The waters sink before an earthquake shock. 

I recognised the nameless agony, 

The terror and the tremor and the pain, 

That oft before had filled and haunted me. 
And now returned with three-fold strength 
again. 

The door I opened to my heavenly guest, 
And listened, for I thought I heard God's 
voice; 

And knowing whatsoe'er he sent was best. 
Dared neither to lament or to rejoice. 
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For though without the gate, in tears, my 

thoughts rise from the sod, 
I know that thou art gone to rest with the 

household of our Gk)d. 

And though thou dwellest here no more, still 

darling mother mine, 
Smile on me from the world of light a smile of 

peace divine ; 
Oh, touch me with thine angel-wings, as with 

a kiss of love, 
And often come to me in dreams, sweet mother, 

from above. 

Yes, mother ! be as thou hast been — my guar- 
dian angel here ; 

Subdue my grief, bring strength £rom heaven, 
and wipe the falling tear ; 

And if I cannot, night and mom, feel now thy 
fond caress, 

0, mother, from the realms of bliss, cease not 
thy child to bless. 



THE TWO ANGELS. 

XnngfiUanr. 

Two angels, one of Life and one of Death, 
Passed o'er the village as the morning broke ; 

The dawn was on their faces, and beneath 
The sombre houses hearsed with plumes of 
smoke. 
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Their attitude and aspect was the same, 
Alike their features, and their robes of white ; 

But one was crowned with amaranth, as with 
flame, 
And one with asphodels, like flakes of light. 

I saw them pause on their celestial way ; 

Then said I, with deep fear and doubt 
oppressed : 
' Beat not so loud, my heart, lest thou betray 

The place where thy beloved are at rest ! ' 

And he who wore the crown of asphodels. 
Descending, at my door began to knock ; 

And my soul sunk within me, as in wells 
The waters sink before an earthquake shock. 

I recognised the nameless agony, 

The terror and the tremor and the pain. 

That oft before had filled and haunted me. 
And now returned with three-fold strength 
again. 

The door I opened to my heavenly guest, 
And listen'd, for I thought I heard God's 
voice ; 

And knowing whatsoe'er he sent was best. 
Dared neither to lament or to rejoice. 
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For though without the gate, iu tears, my 

thoughts rise from the sod, 
I know that thou art gone to rest with the 

household of our Gk)d. 

And though thou dwellest here no more, still 

darling mother mine, 
Smile on me from the world of light a smile of 

peace divine ; 
Oh, touch me with thine angel- wings, as with 

a kiss of love, 
And often come to me in dreams, sweet mother, 

from above. 

Yes, mother ! be as thou hast been — my guar- 
dian angel here ; 

Subdue my grief, bring strength £rom heaven, 
and wipe the falling tear ; 

And if I cannot, night and mom, feel now thy 
fond caress, 

0, mother, from the realms of bliss, cease not 
thy child to bless. 



THE TWO ANGELS. 

XnngfiUanr. 

Two angels, one of Life and one of Death, 
Pass'd o'er the village as the morning broke ; 

The dawn was on their faces, and beneath 
The sombre houses hearsed with plumes of 
smoke. 
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Their attitude and aspect was the same, 
Alike their features, and their robes of white ; 

But one was crowned with amaranth, as with 
flame. 
And one with asphodels, like flakes of light. 

I saw them pause on their celestial way ; 

Then said I, with deep fear and doubt 
oppressed : 
* Beat not so loud, my heart, lest thou betray 

The place where thy beloved are at rest ! ' 

And he who wore the crown of asphodels. 
Descending, at my door began to knock ; 

And my soul sunk within me, as in wells 
The waters sink before an earthquake shock. 

I recognised the nameless agony, 

The terror and the tremor and the pain, 

That oft before had filled and haunted me. 
And now returned with three-fold strength 
again. 

The door I opened to my heavenly guest, 
And listen'd, for I thought I heard God's 
voice ; 

And knowing whatsoe'er he sent was best. 
Dared neither to lament or to rejoice. 
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Then with a Bmile that filled the house with 
light, 

' My errand Ib not Death, bnt Life/ he said. 
And ere I answered, passing out of sight, 

On his oelestial embassy he sped. 

'Twas at thy door, Mend ! and not at mine, 
The angel with the amaranthine wreath 

Pausing descended, and with voice divine, 
Whisper'd a word that had a sound like 
Death. 

Then fell upon that house a sudden gloom, 
A shadow on those features fair and thin; 

And softly from that hush'd and darkened room, 
Ttco angeU issued where but one went in« 

All is of God ! If He but wave his hand. 

The mists collect, the rain falls thick and 
loud, 
Till with a smile of light on sea and land, 

Lo ! He looks back from the departing cloud. 

Angels of Life and Death alike are his; 

WiUiout his leave they pass no threshold 
o'er; 
Who then would wish or dare, believing this, 

Against his messengers to shut the door ? 
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ON HEAEING THE BELLS EING THE 
OLD YEAE OUT AND THE NEW TEAB IN. 

flnmr. 

Habk to the merry chime ! they tell of olden 

time. 
Of the sere and Btern Old Year, with its joys 

and with its cares, 
And the green and gay New Year, with its 

hope and with its fear. 

Hark to the merry chime ! 

List to the merry bells ! they open memory's 

cells, 
And bid our hearts rejoice over mercies rich 

and rare. 
And our sorrows and our trials they bid them 

not appear. 

List to the merry bells 1 

Eing on, ye merry bells ! ye act on me like spells 
Of youth's bright fleeting hours with tiieir 

joyous tones of mirth, 
And our pleasant communings with the loyed 

ones of earth. 

Eing on, ye merry bells ! 
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Ob, cease, ye merry bells ! ye sound to me as 

knells 
Of the sweet and fair young faces now 

rejoicing with the blest. 
And the loved ones of our hearts now reposing 

and at rest. 

Cease, cease, ye merry bells ! 
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